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The  Tragicall  Hiftorie  of 

HAMLET 

Prince  of  Denmarke. 


Enter  two  Sentinels. 

f.  C^Tand:  who  is  that? 

2.  tJTisI, 

1 . O you  come  mod  carefully  vpon  your  watch, 

2 , And  if  you  meete  Marcellas  and  Horatio, 

The  partners  of  my  watch,  bid  them  make  halie. 

I.  1 will : Sec  who  goes  there. 

Enter  Horatio  and  Mara  Ibis, 

Hor.  Friends  to  this  ground. 

Mar.  And  leegemen  to  the  Dane, 

O farewell  honeft  fouldicr,  who  hath  rcleeued  you? 

1.  Barnardohath  my  place,  giueyou  goodnight. 

Mar.  Holla,  Barnardo. 

2.  Say,  is  Horatio  there? 

Hor.  Apeeceof  him. 

2.  Welcome  Horatio , welcome  good  Marcellas, 

Mar.  Whathath  this  thing  appear’d  againe  to  night. 
2.  I hauefecnc  nothing. 

Mar.  Horatio  fayes  tis  but  our  fantafie, 

And  wil  not  let  bcliefctakc  hold  of  him, 

Touching  this  dreaded  fight  twicefeene  by  vs, 
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Therefore  I haucintrcated  him  a long  with  vs 
T o watch  the  minutes  of  this  night, 

That  if  againe  this  apparition  come, 

He  may  approouc  our  eyes,and  fpeakc  to  jt. 

Hor.  Tut,  t will  nor  appeare. 

2 . Sit  downe  I pray,  and  let  vs  once  againe 
AfTailc  your  earcs  that  are  fb  fortified, 

What  we  haue  two  nights  feene. 

Hor.  Wcl,fit  wc  downe, and  let  vs  he  ate  Bernardo  fpeake 
of  this. 

2.  Laft  night  of  al,whcn  yonder  ftarre  that’s  weft- 
ward  from  the  pole, had  made  his  coarfe  to 
Illumine  that  part  of  hcauen.  Where  now  it  bumes, 

The  bell  then  to wling  one. 

Enter  Cjhoft, 

Afar.  Brcake  off  your  talke,  fee  where  it  comes  againe. 
2.  In  the  fame  figure  like  the  King  that’s  dead, 

Mar.  Thou  art  a fcholler,  fpeakc  to  it  Horatio . 

2 . Lookes  it  not  like  the  king? 

Hor.  Moftlikc,  it  horrors  mce  with  fearc  and  wonder. 

1.  It  wouldbcfpokcto. 

Afar  Qucftion it  Horatio. 

Hor.  What  art  thou  that  thus  vfurps  the  ftate.in 
Which  the  Maieftie  of  buried  Tlenrnarke  didforoetimes 
Walke?  By  heauen  I charge  thee  fpeake. 

Afar.  It  is  offended  • exit  Ghoft. 

7.  Scc,itftalkcs  away. 

Hor.  Stay  , fpeakc , fpeake  , by  heauen  I charge  thee 

Tis  gone  and  makes  no  anftver. 

2.  How  now  Hor*f/V,you  tremble  and  lookc  pale, 

Is  not  this  fomething  more  than  fantafie  ? 

What  thinkc  you  on't? 

Hor . Afore  my  God,  I might  not  this  bclceue,  without 
the  fcnfible  and  true  auouch  of  my  owne  eyes. 

CMar. 
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LMar.  Is  it  riotlike  the  King? 

Hor.  A 5 thou  art  to  thy  fclfe, 

Such  was  the  very  armor  he  had  on, 

When  he  the  ambitious  NorvpAj  combated. 

So  frownd  he  once, when  in  an  angry  parlc 
He  (mot  the  (leaded  pollax  on  rhe  yce, 

Tu  rtrange. 

lMa r.  Thustwice  before,  and  iump  at  this  dead  hower. 
With  Marfhall  rtalke  he  parted  through  our  watch. 

Her . In  what  particular  to  worke,  I know  not, 

But  in  the  thought  andfeopeofmy  opinion, 

This  bo  desfomc  rtrange  eruption  to  the  (late. 

OWnr.  Good, now  fit  downe,and  tell  me  hethatknowes 
Why  this  fame  ftriktand  moft  obferuant  watch, 

So  nightly  toyles  thefubieft  ofthe  land, 

And  why  fuch  dayiy  cort  of  brazen  Cannon 
And  forraine  marte,  for  implements  of warre, 

W hy  fu  eh  imprerte  of  (hip- writes,  whofe  fore  taskc 
Does  not  diuide  the  funday  from  the  weeke: 

Whar  might  be  toward  that  this  fweaty  march 
Doth  make  the  night  ioynt  labourer  with  the  day. 

Who  is’r  that  can  inforrac  me? 

Her.  Mary  that  can  I,  at  leaft  the  whifper  goes  fo. 

Our  late  King,  who  as  you  know  was  by  Forten- 
Braffc  of Norny, 

Thereto  prickt  on  by  amort  emulous  caufe,  dared  to 
The  combate,  in  which  our  valiant  H dmiet, 

Forfo  this  fide  ofourknowne  world efteeroed  him. 

Did  flay  this  Fortcnbrarte, 

Who  by  a fcale  compact  well  ratified,by  law 
And  heraldrie,  did  forfeit  with  his  life  all  thofe 
His  lands  which  hertoodeftazed  of  by  the  conqueror, 
Againft  the  which  amoity  competent, 

W as  gaged  by  our  King: 

Now  fir,  yong  Fortenbraflc, 

Ofinapproued  mettle  hot  and  full. 
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Hath  in  the  skirts  of  Norway  here  and  there, 

Sharktvpa  fight  of  lawlefle  Refolutes 
For  food  and  diet  to  fom<?  enterprife, 

That  hath  a fiomacke  in’t : and  this  (I  take  it)  is  the 
Chicfc  head  and  ground  ofthis  our  watch. 

Enter  the  Ghcfl. 

But  loe, behold,  fee  where  it  comes  againe, 

He  croiTe  it, though  it  blafl  me  : ftay  illufion, 

If  there  be  any  good  thing  to  be  done, 

That  may  doe  eafe  to  thee, and  grace  to  mce, 

Speakc  to  mce. 

If  thou  art  priuy  to  thy  countries  fate, 

Which  happly  foreknowing  may  preuent,  O fpeake  tome, 
Or  if  thou  haft  extorted  in  thy  life, 

Or  hoorded  treafurein  the  wombe  of  earth, 

For  which  they  fay  you  Spirites  oft  walkcin  death,  fpeake 
to  me,  Bay  and  fpeake,  fpeake, ftoppe  it  MarccUiu. 

1.  Tisheere.  exit  Ghojl. 

H or.  Tisheere. 

Marc.  Tis  gone,  O we  doc  it  wrong,  beingfomaiefti- 
call,to  offer  it  the  fbew  ofviolence. 

For  it  is  as  the  ayre  invclmorable, 

And  ourvaine  blowesmalitious  mockery. 

7 . It  was  about  to  fpeake  when  the  Cocke  crew. 

H or.  And  then  it  faded  like  a guilty  thing, 

Vpon  a fearefullfummons:  lhaue  heard 
The  Cocke,  that  is  the  trumpet  to  the  morning, 

Doth  with  his  earely  and  fhnil  crowing  throate, 

Awake  the  god  of  day,  and  at  his  found. 

Whether  in  earth  or  ayre,  in  fea  or  fire, 

Tbeftrauagam  and  erring  fpirite  hies 
T o his  confines,  and  of  the  trueth  heereof 
This  prefent  obieft  made  probation. 

Marc . It  faded  on  the  crowing  of  the  Cocke, 

Some  fay,  that  euer  gain ft  that  feaion  comes, 

Wherein  our  Sauiours  birth  is  celebrated, 
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The  bird  of  dawning  fingeth  all  night  long, 

And  then  they  fay,  no  fpiritc  dare  walke  abroadc, 

The  nigbtsare  wholcfome,then  no  planet  frikes, 

No  Fairierake$,'nor  Witchhath  powre  to  charme, 

So  gratious,and  fo  hallowed  is  that  time. 

Her.  So  hauc  I heard,  and  doc  in  parte  bcleeuc  it: 
But  fee  the  Sunne  in  ruflet  mantle  clad, 

W alkes  ore  the  deaw  of  yon  hie  mountainc  top, 

Breake  wc  our  watch  vp,  and  by  my  aduife, 

Let  vs  impart  what  wee  haue  (eene  to  night 
Vnto  yong  Hamlet:  for  vpon  my  life 
This  Spiritc  dumbetovs  will  fpeake  to  him: 

Do  you  confcnt,wee  (hall  acquaint  him  with  it, 
Asncedefull  incur  loue, fitting  our  duetie? 

CMarc.  Lets  doo’t  I pray,  and  I this  morning  know. 
Where  we  fhallfindc  him  mod  conuenicntly. 

Enter  King,  ^steene,  Wan?  let,  Leartes,  Cor  ambit, 
and  the  two  Ambajfadors,  With  Attendants. 

King  Lordes,we  here  haue  writ  to  Fortenbrajfe , 
Nephew  to  old c Norway,  who  impudent 
And  bed-rid,  fcarcely  heares  of  this  his 
Nephews  purpofe  : and  Weeheere  difpatch 
Yong  good  Cornelia , and  you  Voltemar 
Forbearer s of  thefe  greetings  to  olde 
N orway,  giuing  to  you  no  further  perfonall  power 
T o bufinefTe  with  the  King, 

Then  thofe  related  articles  do  fhew: 

Farewell, and  let  your  hafle  commend  your  dutie. 

(jent.  In  this  and  all  things  will  wee  fhew  our  dutie. 

King.  Wee  doubt  nothing,  hartily  farewel: 

And  now  Leartes  what’s  the  newes  with  you? 

Y on  (aid  you  had  a fute  whatt’d  Leartes? 

Lea : My  gratious  Lord,  your  fauorable licence, 

Now  that  the  funerall  rites  are  allperformcd, 
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I may  hauelcauc  to  go  againc  to  France, 

For  though  the  fauour  of  your  grace  might  (lay  mee, 
Yetfomethingis  there  whifpersin  my  hart, 

Which  makes  my  mindc  and  fpirits  bend  all  for  Frame. 

Kmg  i Haucyou  your  fathers  leaue, Z>4rf*// 

Or.  Hchath,  my  lord, wrung  from  me  a forced  graunt, 
And  I befeech  you  grantyour  Highneffe  leaue. 

King  With  all  our  heart,  Leartes  fare  thee  wclL 
Lear.  I in  all  louc  and  dutie  take  my  leaue. 

King . And  now  princely  Sonne  Hamlet,  Exit. 

What  m canes thefe  fad  and  melancholy  moodcs? 

For  your  intent  going  to  Wittenberg , 

Wee  hold  it  moft  vnmeet  and  vneonuenient, 

Being  the  Ioy  and  halfe  heart  of  your  mother. 

Therefore  let  mecintreatyou  (lay  in  Court, 

All  rDenmarl(es  hope  our  eoofin  and  deareft  Sonne. 

Ham.  My  lord,  ti'snot  the  fable fute  I wearc: 

No  nor  the  tcares  that  ftill  ftand  in  my  eyes. 

Nor  the  diftrafted  hauiour  in  the  vifage, 

Nor  all  together  mixt  with  outward fcmblance, 

Is  equallto  theforrow  of  my  heart, 

Him  baud  loftlmuft  of  force  for  goe, 

T hefe  but  the  ornaments  and  fates  of  woe. 

King  Thisfriewcs  a louingcarcin  you, Sonne  Hamlet, 
But  you  mufttbinke  your  father  loft  a father, 

That  father  dead,  loft  his,  and  Co  (halbe  vntill  the 
Generali  ending.  Therefore  ceafc  laments, 

It  is  a fault  gainft  heauen,  fault  gainft  the  dead, 

A fault  gainft  nature,  and  in  rcafons 

Common  courfc  mod  certainc, 

teone  Hues  on  earth,  but  hec  is  borne  to  die. 

£hu.  Let  not  thy  mother  loofc  her  praiers  Hamlet, 

Stay  here  with  vs,  go  not  to  Wittenberg . 

Ham.  I (ball  in  all  my  beft  obay  you  madam. 

King  Spokclikeakindcandarooftlouing  Sonne, 

And  there's  no  health  the  King  (hall  drinkc  to  day, 

But 
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But  the  great  Canon  to  thcclowdcs  (hall  tell 
The  rowfc  the  King  fliall  drinkc  vnto  Prince  H amlti. 

Exeunt  dll  but  Yidtnlct. 

Ham.  O that  this  too  much  grieud  and  Tallied  flelh 
Would  melt  to  nothing,  ot  that  the  vniucrfatl 
Globe  ofheauen  would  turne  al  to  a Chaos! 

O God  within  two  moneths;  no  not  two  : maried, 

Mine  vnele : O let  me  not  thinke  of  it, 

My  fathers  brother : but  no  more  like 
My  father,  then  I to  Hercules. 

Within  two  months,  ere  yet  the  fait  of  mod 
Vnrighfeous  tcares  had  left  their  flufhing 
In  her  galled  eyes : (he  married,  O God,  a bead 
Deuoydofreafon  would  not  hatic  made 
Suchfpecde:  Frailtie,thy  name  is  Woman, 

Why  Che  would  hang  on  him,  as  if  increafc 
Of  appetite  hadgrownc  by  what  it  looked  on. 

O wicked  wicked  fpeedc , to  make  Cuch 
Dexteritietoinccftuousdicetcs, 

Ere  yet  the  fhooes  were  olde. 

The  which  die  followed  my  dead  fathers  corfc 
Like  Njobe , all  tcares : married,  well  it  is  not, 

Nor  it  cannot  come  to  good: 

But  breakemy  heart, for  I mudholde  my  tongue. 

Enter  Horatio  a»J  Marcellas. 

Hor.  Health  to  your  Lord/hip. 

Ham.  I am  very  glad  to  fee  you,  ( Horatio ) or  I much 
forget  my  felfe. 

Her.  The  fame  my  Lord.and  your  poore  feruant  eucr. 

Ham.  O my  good  friend,  I change  that  name  with  you: 
but  what  make  you  fro  u\JVittenbergH*ratio? 
dfarcelluj. 

LMarc.  My  good  Lord. 

Ham.  I am  very  glad  to  fee  you,  good  cucn  firs: 

But  what  is  your  affaire  in  Elfencurel 
Weclc  teach  you  to  drinkedeepe  etc  you  depart. 

Her. 
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Hor.  Atrowantdifpofition,my  good  Lord. 

Ham.  Nor  fli all  you  make  mcc  trailer 
Ofyour  ownc  report  againfl  your  fclfc: 

Sir,  I know  you  are  no  trowant: 

But  what  is  your  affaire  in  Elfenoure* 

Hor.  My  good  Lord, I came  to  fee  your  fathers  funeral!. 
Ham.  O 1 pre  thee  do  not  mocke  mce  fellow  ftudicnt, 
Ithinkeit  was  to  fee  my  mothers  wedding. 

Hor.  Indeede  my  Lord,  itfollowed  hard  vpon. 

Ham  Thrift,  thrift, H orario,  thefunerall  bak't  in  cates 
Did  coldly  furnifh  forth  the  marriage  tables, 

Would  l had  met  my  dccrcflfoein  beauen 
Ere  euer  1 had  feene  that  day  Horatio *, 

0 iny  father,  my  father,  me  thinks  I fee  my  father, 

Hor . Where  my  Lord? 

Ham.  Why,in  my  mindes  eye  Horatio. 

Hor.  1 faw  him  once,  he  was  a gallant  King. 

Ham.  He  was  a man,  take  him  for  all  in  all, 

1 fhall  notlooke  vpon  his  likcagaine. 

Hor.  My  Lord, I thinkc  I faw  him  yefternight, 

Ham.  Saw,  who? 

Hor.  My  Lord,the  King  your  father. 

Ham.  Ha,  ha,  the  King  my  father  keyou. 

Hor . Ceafcn  your  admiration  for  a while 
With  an  attentiue  care,  till  I may  deliuer, 

Vpon  the  witnedc  of thefe  Gentlemen 
This  wonder  to  you. 

Ham.  For  Gods  loue  let  me  heaTe  it. 

Hor.  Two  nights  together  had  thefe  Gentlemen, 
LMarctlfa  and  Bernardo , on  their  watch, 

In  the  dead  vaft  and  middle  of  the  night. 

Beene  thus  in  countered  by  a figure  like  your  fa  ther* 

Armed  to  poynt,  cxa&ly  Capapea 
Appeercs  before  them  thrife,  he  walkes 
Before  their  wcake  and  fcarcoppreffedeies. 

Within  his  tronchions  length, 

While 
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While  they  diftilJed  almoft  to  gelly. 

With  the  aft  of  feare  (lands  dumbc, 

Andfpcakc  not  to  him:  this  to  mee 
In  drcadfull  fccrefie  impart  they  did. 

And  I with  them  the  third  night  kept  the  watch, 

Where  as  they  had  dcliuered  forme  of  the  thing. 

Each  part  made  trueand  good, 

The  Apparition  comes : I knew  your  father, 

Thefe  handes  are  not  more  like. 

Ham.  Tis  very  (Irange. 

Hor.  As  I do  liue,my  honord  lord,  tis  true, 

And  wee  did  thinke  it  right  done, 

I n our  dutie  to  let  you  know  it. 

Ham.  Where  was  this? 

C Mar.  M y Lord3vpon  the  platform e where  wc  watched. 
Ham.  Did  you  not  fpeake  to  it? 

Hor.  My  Lord  we  did,  but  an(werc  made  it  none. 

Yet  once  me  thought  it  was  about  to  fpeake, 

And  lifted  vp  his  head  to  motion, 

Like  as  he  would  (peakc,  but  euen  then 
The  morning  cockc  crew  lowd,  and  in  allhaftc* 

It  fhruncke  in  ha(leawayfand  vaniflred 
Our  fight. 

Ham.  Indeed,  indeed  firs,  but  this  troubles  me: 

Hold  you  the  watch  to  night? 

All  Wc  do  my  Lord. 

Ham . Armed  fay  ye? 

All  Armed  my  good  Lord* 

Ham.  From  top  to  toe? 

All.  My  good  Lord,  from  head  to  footc. 

Ham . Wny  then  faw  you  not  hisfaee? 

Hor.  O yes  my  Lord,  he  wore  his  bcuer  vp. 

Ham.  Howlook’the,  frowningly? 

Hor.  A countenance  more  in  forrow  than  in  yger. 
Ham.  Pale,  or  red? 

Hor.  Nayjveticpat 
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Ham.  And  fixtbiseies  vponyou. 

Her.  Moftconftantly. 

Ham.  I would  I had  bcene  there. 

Her.  It  would  a much  amazed  you. 

Ham.  Y ea  very  like, very  Iikc,ftaid  it  long? 

Her.  While  one  with  moderate  pace 
Might  tell  a hundred. 

CMar.  O longer,  longer. 

Ham.  His  beard  was  grifleld,  no. 

Her.  It  was  as  I haue  fecnc  itin  his  life, 

A fable  filucr. 

Ham.  I wil  watch  to  night,  perchance  t'wil  walke  againc. 

Her.  I warrant  it  will. 

Ham.  1 f it  aflume  ray  noble  fathers  perfon, 

Ilefpeaketo  it,  if  hell  itfelfe  fhould  gape, 

And  bid  me  hold  my  peace,  Gentlemen, 

Ifyou  haue  hither  confcaled  this  fight, 

Let  it  be  teniblc  in  your  filcnce  ftill. 

And  whatfoeuer  elfe  fhall  chance  to  night, 

Giueit  an  vndcrftandtng.butno  tongue, 

] will  re  quit  your  loues.fo  fare  you  well, 

V pon  the  platforme,  twixt  elcuen  and  twelac, 
lie  vide  you. 

All.  O ur  duties  to  your  honor.  exeunt. 

Ham.  O your  loues, your  loues,  as  mine  to  you, 
Farewell,  my  fathers  fpirit  in  Ai  mes, 

Well,  all’s  not  well.  I doubt  fome  foule  play, 

W ould  the  night  were  come, 

Till  then,fit  Ail)  my  (oule,  foule  deeds  will  rife 

Though  all  the  world  orewhelmethcm  to  mens  eies.  Exit. 

Enter  Leartes  and  Ofelia. 

Lean.  My  neccfTaries  are  inbarkt,  I muft  aboord, 

But  ere  I part,  marke  what  I fay  to  thee: 

I fee  Prince  Hamlet  makes  a fhew  ofloue 
Beware  Ofelia , do  nottruft  his  vowes, 

Perhaps  he  loues  you  now,  and  now  his  tongue, 
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Speakes  from  his  heart,  but  yet  take  heed  my  fitter. 

The  Cbarieft  maideis  prodigall  enough. 

If  flic  vnmaske  hir  beautie  to  the  Moonc. 

Vertue  it  fclfc  feapes  not  calumnious  thoughts, 

Belicu’t  Ofc/ia, therefore  keepe  aloofc 
Lett  that  he  trip  thy  honor  and  thy  fame. 

Ofcl.  Brother, to  this  Ihaue  lent  attend ue care, 

And  doubt  not  but  to  keepe  my  honour  fume, 

But  my  deere  brother, do  not  you 
Like  to  a cunning  Sophitter, 

T each  me  the  path  and  ready  way  to  heauen, 

While  you  forgetting  what  is  faid  to  me, 

Your  felfe,  like  to  a carelefle  libertine 
D oth  giue  his  heart,  his  appetite  at  fill, 

And  little  recks  how  that  his  honour  dies. 

Lear.  No,feareitnotmy  AtexiOfelia, 

Here  comes  my  father,  occafion  (miles  vpon  afecondleaue. 

Enter  Cor  am  Ins. 

Cor.  Y et  here  Leartes ? aboord,aboord,for  fhamc, 

The  windc  fits  in  the  fhouldcr  of  your  faile. 

And  you  are  ttaid  for,  there  my  blefling  with  thee 
And  thefefew  pTeccpts  in  thy  memory. 

" Be  thou  familiar,  but  by  no  mcanes  vulgarej 
" Thofe  friends  thou hatt,  and  their  adoptions  tried, 

'*  Graple  them  to  thee  with  a hoopeof fteele, 

“ But  do  not  dull  the  palme  with  entertaine, 

*'  Ofeuery  new  vnfleg’d  courage, 
fi  Beware  of  entrance  into  a quarrelHbut  being  in, 

“ Bcareirthatthe  oppofedmay  beware  of  thee, 
i(  Cottly  thy  apparrell,asthypurfccanbuy. 

“ But  not  exprett  in  fattrion, 

<{  For  thcapparel!  oft  pTo  claim  es  the  man. 

And  they  of  Trance  of  thcchicfe  rancke  and  ftation 
Are  of  a mod  feleft and  gencrall  chiefe  in  that: 

“ This  aboue  all,  to  thy  ownc  felfe  be  true, 

And  it  mutt  follow  as  the  night  the  day, 
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Thou  cand  not  then  be  falfe  to  any  one, 

Farcwel,  my  bleffing  with  thee. 

Lear . I humbly  take  my  leauc,  farewell  Ofelia , 

And  remember  well  what  1 haue  faid  to  you.  exit . 

Of  el.  It  is  already  lock’t  within  my  hart, 

And  you  your  felfe  fhall  keepe  the  key  of  it. 

Cor ; What  l ft  0^/r*  he  hath  (aide  to  you? 

OfcL  Somthingtouching  the  prince  Hamlet. 

Cor.  Mary  wel  thought  on,  t’isgiuen  me  to  vnderdand, 
That  you  haue  bin  too  prodigall  of  your  maiden  prefence 
Vnto  Prince  Hamlet, ifit  be  fo, 

Asfotisgiuento  race,  and  that  in  waie  of  caution 
I muft  tell  you ; you  do  not  vndcrftand  yourfelfc 
So  well  as  befits  my  honor,  and  your  credite. 

Ofel.  My  lord,  he  hath  made  many  tenders  of  his  louc 
tome. 

Cor.  Tenders,  7, 1,tcnders  you  may  call  them. 

Ofel.  Andwithall,fuch  earned vowes. 

(for.  Springesto  catch  woodcocks, 

What,  do  not  I know  when  the  blood  doth  bume, 

How  prodigall  the  tongue  lends  the  heart  vowes, 

In  briefc,  be  more  fcanter  of  your  maiden  prefence. 

Or  tendring  thus  you  l tender  mee  afoole. 

Ofel.  I ftrall  obay  my  lord  in  all  J may. 

Cor.  Ofelia , receiue  none  of  his  letters, 

“ For  louers  lines  are  fnares  to  intrap  the  heart; 

“ Refufe  bis  tokens,  both  of  them  are  keyes 
To  vnlocke  Chaditie  vntoOefire*, 

Come  in  OfelUfuch  men  often  proue, 
c<  Great  in  their  word  es,  but  little  in  their  loue. 

Ofel.  I will  my  lord.  exeunt. 

Enter  Hamlet,  Horatio,/WMarcellu$. 

f-Lnn.  The  ayre  bites  fhrewd;  it  is  an  eager  and 
An  nipping  winde,  what  houre  i'ft? 

Hot.  I think  it  lacks  of  twelue,  Sound  Trumpet/. 

/\/lar.  No,t’i$drucke. 
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Hor.  Indeed  I heard  it  not, what  doth  this  mean  my  lord? 

Ham.  O the  king  doth  wake  to  night,  & takes  his  rowfc, 
Keepe  wafTcl,and  the  fwaggering  vp*fpring  reeles. 

And  as  he  dreames,  his  draughts  of renifh  downe, 

The  kettle,  drumme,  and  trumpet,  thus  bray  out, 
Thetriumphes  ofhispledge. 

Hor . Is  it  a cuftomchere? 

Ham*  I mary  i’ft  and  though  I am 
Natiue  here,  and  to  the  maner  borne, 

It  is  a cuftome,  more  honourd  in  the  breach, 

Then  in  the  obferuar.ee. 

Enter  the  Ghofl 

Hor . Lookc  my  Lord,  it  comes. 

Ham.  Angels  and  Minifters  of  grace  defend  vs, 

Be  thou  a fpirite  of  health,  or  goblin  damn’d, 

Bring  with  thecayrcs  from  heanen,  orblafts  from  hell: 

Be  thy  intents  wicked  or  charitable, 

Thou  commefl  in  (uch  qucftionable  fhape, 

That  I will  fpeakc  to  thee, 
lie  call  thee  Hamlet,  King,  Father,  Royall  Dane, 

O anfwerc  mce,  let  mec  not  burft  in  ignorance. 

But  fay  why  thy  canonizd  bones  headed  in  death 
Haue  burft  their  ceremonies:  why  thy  Sepulcher, 

In  which  wee  faw  thee  quietly  interr’d, 

Hath  burft  his  ponderous  and  marble  Iawes, 

T o caft  thee  vp  againe:  whatmay  thismeane, 

T hat  thou,  dead  code, againe  in  compleate  fteelc, 

Reuiftets  thus  the  glimfes  of  the  Moonc, 

Making  night  hideous,  and  wefoolesof  nature. 

So  horridcly  to  ftiake  our  difpofition, 

With  thoughts  beyond  the  reaches  of ourfoules? 

Say  ,fpeake, wherefore, what  may  this  meane? 

Hor.  It  beckons  you, as  though  it  had  fomething 
To  impart  to  you  alone. 

Looke  with  what  coutteous  a&ion 
It  waues  you  to  a more  remoued  ground, 
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But  do  not  go  with  it. 

Her.  No,  by  no  meancs  my  Lord. 

'Ham.  It  will  not  fpeake,  then  will  I follow  it. 

Her . What  if  it  tempt  you  toward  the  flood  my  Lord. 
That  becklcs  ore  his  bace,into  the  fea, 

And  there  aflume  fome  other  horrible  fliape, 

Which  might  depriueyourfoueraigntie  of  realon, 

And  driueyou  into  madnefle  i thinke  ofit. 

Ham.  Still  am  I called,  go  on, ile  follow  thee. 

Her.  My  Lord,you  (hall  not  go 
Ham.  Why  what  fhould  be  the  feare? 

I do  not  fet  my  life  at  a pinnesfee, 

And  for  my  foulc,what  can  it  do  to  that? 

Being  a thing  immortall,  like  it  fetfe, 

Go  on,  ilc  follow  thee. 

CMar.  My  Lordberulde,  you  fhallnotgoe. 

Ham.  My  fate  cries  out.and  makes  each  pety  Artiuc 
As  hardy  as  the  Nemeon  Lyons  neruc, 

Still  am  I eald,  vnhand  me  gentlemen*, 

By  heauen  ile  make  a ghoft  of  him  that  lets  me. 

Away  I fay,  go  on,  ile  follow  thee, 

Hor.  He  waxeth  defperate  with  imagination. 

(JWar.  Something  is  rotten  in  the  flate  of D'nmarke. 
Her.  Haue  afteri  to  what  iflue  will  this  fort?j 
( JMar.  Lets  follow,  tirs  not  fit  thus  to  obey  him.  exit. 
Enter  Ghoft  and  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Ilc  go  no  fart  her, whither  wilt  thou  lea  dc  me? 
Ghoft  Matkeme. 

Ham.  I will. 

Ghoft  I am  thy  fathers  fpirit,  doomd  for  a time 
To  walke  the  night,  and  all  the  day 
Confinde  in  flaming  fire, 

T ill  the  foule  ciimes  done  in  my  dayes  ofNature 
Arcpurged  and  burnt  away. 

Ham.  Alas  poorc Ghoft. 

Qhoft  Nay  pitty  me  not,  but  to  my  vnfolding 

Lend 
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Lend  thy  liftning  eare,  but  that  I am  forbid 
To  tell  thcfecrets  of  my  prifon  houfe 
I would  a talc  vnfold,  whofe  lighted  word 
Would  harrow  vp  thy  foule,  freeze  thy  yong  blood, 

Make  thy  two  eyes  like  ftars  ftart  from  their  fpheres. 

Thy  knotted  and  combined  locks  to  part, 

And  each  particular  haireto  ftand  on  end 
Dke  quils  vpon  the  fretfull  Porpentinc, 

But  this  fame  blazon  muft  not  be, to  cares  of  flefh  and  blood 
Hamlet,  if euei  thou  didft  thy  dccrc  father  louc. 

Ham.  OGod. 


Gho.  Reuengc  his  foule,  and  moft  vnnaturall  murder : 
Ham.  Murder. 

Ghofl  Y ea,  murder  in  the  higheft  degree, 

As  in  the  lead  tis  bad, 

But  mine  moft  foule, beaftly, and  vnnaturall. 

Ham.  Haftc  me  to  knowe  it,  that  with  wings  as  (wrft  as 
meditation,  or  the  thought  ofit,may  fweepe  to  my  reuenge. 

Ghojl  O I findethee  apt,  and  duller  /houlcrft  thou  be 
Then  the  fat  weedc  which  rootes  it  fclfe  in  cafe 
On  Lethe  wharfFe : briefclctmc  be. 

Tis  giuen  out,thatfleepingin  my  orchard, 

A Serpent  ftung  me  ? fo  the  whole  eare  of ! Denmark* 

Is  with  a forged  ProfTes  of  my  death  ra nkcly  abufde: 

But  know  thou  noble  Y outh : he  that  did  fting 
Thy  fathers  heart,  now  weares  his  Crowne. 

Ham.  O my  prophetike  foule, my  vncle!  my  vncle! 

(jhofi  Yea  he,  that  inccftuous  wretch,  wonne  to  his  will 

0 wicked  will,and  gifts!  that  haue  the  power  (with  gifts. 
So  tofeduce  my  moft  feeming  vertuous  Quccne, 

But  vertne,  as  it  neucr  will  be  moued, 

Though  LewdnefTc  court  it  in  a fhape  of  heauen, 

So  Luft,  though  to  a radiant  angle  linckl, 

Would  fate  it  fclfe  from  a celeftiallbedde, 

And  prey  on  garbage : butfoft,  me  thinkes 

1 fent  the  mornings  ayre,  briefe  let  me  be, 

Sleeping 
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Sleeping  within  my  Orchard,  my  cuftomc  alwayes 
In  the  after  rtoonc,  vpon  my  fecurc  hourc 
Thy  vndc  came,  withiuyceof  Hebona 
In  a viall,  and  through  the  porches  of  my  cares 
Did  powrc  thelcaprous  diftilment,whofc  effeft 
H old  fiich  an  enmitie  with  blood  of  man, 

Thatfwiftas  quickefilner,  it pofteth  through 
The  naturall  gates  and  allies  of  the  body, 

Andturncs  the  thinneand  wholcfome  blood 
Like  eager  dropingsinto  milke. 

And  all  my  fmoothc  body,  barked, and  tettevd  ouer. 
Thus  was  I (leeping  by  a brothers  hand 
Of  Crow  ne,of  Qucene,of  life, of  dtgnitie 
At  once  depriued,  no  reckoning  made  of, 

But  fentvnto  my  graue, 

With  all  my  accompts  and  finnes  vpon  my  head, 

0 horrible, moft  horrible! 

Ham.  O God! 

jhofi  Ifthou  had  nature  in  thee,  bearc  knot, 

But  howfbeuer,  let  notfhy  heart 
Confp ire  agai nfl  thy  mother  aught, 

Leauc  her  to  heauen, 

And  to  the  burthen  that  her  confidence  beares* 

1 muft  be  gone,  the  Glo-worme  (hewes  the  Martin 

T o beneere,  and  gin  s to  pale  his  vnefFe&uall  fire: 
Hamlet  adi\e,adue,adue : remember  me.  Exit 

Ham.  O all  you  hodc  of  heauen!  O earth,what  clfc? 
Andfhall  I couple  hell;  remember  thee? 

Yes  thou  poore  Ghoft;from  the  tables 

Of  my  memorie,  ilc  wipe  away  all  fawes  of  Bookcs, 

All  triuiall  fond  conccites 

That  euer  youth, or  elfe  obferuance  noted, 

And  thy  remembrance,  all  alone  fhall  fit. 

Yes,  yes, by  heauen,adamndpemitious  villain c. 
Murderous,  bawdy,  (miling  damned  villaine, 

(My  tables)  raeetitislfctitdowne, 
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That  one  may  (mile,  and  (mile,  and  be  a villaynej 
At  leaft  I am  fure,  it  maybe  fo  in  Denmarke . 

Sovnele.  thereyouare,  there youarc. 

Now  to  tne  worcts;  it  is  aduc  adue : remember  me. 

Sect  ii  enough  I hauefwome. 

hor.  My  lord,my  lord.  Enter.  Horatio, 

CW*r.  Lord  Hamlet.  and  AfarceHas. 

Hor.  Ul,lo,lo,ho,ho. 

Afar.  Ill?lo,lo,fo,ho,fo,comc  boy,  come. 
hor.  Hcauensfccurehim. 

Mar.  How  i’ft  my  noble  lord? 

Hor.  What  news  my  lord? 

Ham.  O wondcrfull,  wonderful. 

Hor.  Good  my  lord  tel  it. 

Ham.  No  not  I,  you!  rcuealcit. 

Hor.  Not  I my  Lord  by  heauen. 

Mar.  Nor  I my  Lord. 

Ham.  How  fay  you  then?  would  hart  of  man 
Oncethinkeit?  but  you’!  befecret. 

'Both-  I by  beauen,my  lord. 

Ham.  T here  5 neuer  a villaioc  dwelling  in  all  rDttmarkei 
But  bees  an  arrant  knaue. 

Hor.  There  necdnoGh  oft  come  from  the  graue  to  tell 
you  this. 

ham.  Right,  you  are  in  the  right,  and  therefore 
I holdc  it  meet  without  more  circumftance  at  all. 

Wee  (hake  hands  and  partjyouas  your  bufmes 
And  defiers  (hall  lcadcyou : for  looke  you, 

Eucry  man  hath  bufincs,  and  dcfircs,  iuch 
As  it  is,  andferr  my  owne  poorc  parte,  ilegopray. 

Hor.  Thefc  are  but  wild  and  wherling  words,  my  Lord. 
ham.  I am  Tory  they  offend  you;haTtcly,ycsfaith  haffily. 
Hor.  Ther'sno  offence  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Yes  by  Saint  theTe  is 

And  much  offence  too,  touching  this  vifion. 

It  is  an  honeft  ghoft,  that  let  mce  tell^ou. 
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For  your  dcfircs  to  know  what  is  betweene  vs, 

Or  ciuaifter  it  as  you  may: 

And  now  kind  fi  ends,  as  you  arc  trends, 

Sch oilers  and  gentlracn, 

Grant  mcc  one  poore  rcqucft. 

Both.  Whati'fl  my  Lord? 

Ham.  Neuer  make  known  what  you  luue  feene  tonight 

Both.  My  lord,wc  will  not. 

Ham.  Nay  but  fw ear e. 

Hor . In  faith  my  Lord  not  I. 

Mar.  N or  I my  Lord  in  faith. 

Ham.  Nay  vpon  my  fword,  indeed vpon  my  fword. 

< jhv . Swearc. 

The  Go  ft  vndcrthe ft  age. 

Ham.  Ha, ha,  come  you  here,  this  fellow  in  the  fcllcrige, 
Here  confentfo  fwearc. 

Hor.  Propofe  the  oth  my  Lord. 

Neuer  to  fp cake  what  you  hauefecneto  night, 
Swearc  by  my  fword. 

Goft.  Swearc. 

Ham.  Hie  & ubiejur,  nay  then  weelc  fhift  our  ground: 
Come  hither  Gentlemen,  and  lay  your  handes 
Againe  vpon  this  fword,  neuer  to  fpeake 
Of  that  which  you  hauc  feene,  fweare  by  my  fword. 

Ghoft  Swearc. 

Ham.  Well  faid  old  Mole,  can’fl  worke  in  the  earth? 
fo  faff,  a worthy  Pioner , once  more  remoue. 

Hor . Day  and  night, but  this  is  wondrous  flrange. 

Hdm.  And  therefore  as  a ftrangcr  giue  it  welcome, 

T here  are  more  things  in  heauen  and  earth  Horatio, 

Then  are  Dream  t of,  in  your  philofophie, 

But  come  here, as  before  you  neuer  /hall 
How  flrange  or  odde  foere  I bearemy  felfe. 

As  I perchance  hereafter  /hall  thinkc  meet, 

To  pot  an  Anticke  difpofitionon, 

Thatyow  atfuch  times  fecingme,neutr  /hall 

With 
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With  Armes  incombrcd  thus, or  this  head  (hake, 

Or  by  pronouncing  Tome  vndoubtfult  phrafe, 

As  well  well,  wee  know,  or  weecould  and  if  we  would, 
Orthcte  be,  and  if  they  might,  or  fuch  ambiguous: 

Giuing  out  to  note,  that  you  know  aught  of  mec. 

This  not  to  doc,fo  grace,  and mcrcie 
AtyourmoA  needhclpeyou,  fweaTe 

Ghoft.  fweare. 

Ham.  Re  A,  reft,  perturbed  (pint,  fo  gentlemen, 
Inalimyloue  I do  commend  mec  to  you. 

And  what  fo  poore  a man  as  H^en/et  may, 

Toplcafureyou,  God  willing ftiall  not  want, 

Nav  comelett’sgo  together, 

But  Ail  your  Angers  on  your  Jippcs  I pray, 

The  time  is  out  ofioynt,0  curfedfpite. 

That  cuer  I was  borne  to  fet  it  tight, 

Nay  come  lett’s  go  together.  Exeunt, 

Enter  Corambis , and  Montano. 

for,  Montano,  here,  thefe letters  to  my  fonne. 

And  this  fame  mony  with  my  bluffing  to  him, 

And  bid  him  ply  his  learning  good  Montano. 

Mon . I will  my  lord. 

Cor.  You  fhall  do  very  well  Montano , to  fay  thus, 

] knew  the  gentleman,  or  know  his  father, 

T o in  quire  the  manner  of  his  life, 

As  thus*,  being  amongft  his  acquaintance, 

Y ou  may  fay,  you  faw  him  at  fuch  a time,  marke  you  mec, 

At  game, or  drincking,  fwcaring,  or  drabbing, 

Y ou  may  go  fo  farre. 

Mon.  My  lord,  that  will  impeach  his  reputation. 

Cor.  I faith  not  a whit,  no  not  a whit, 

Now  happely  hee  dofeth  with  you  in  the  confequence, 

As  you  may  bridle  it  not  difparagc  him  a iote. 

What  was  I a bout  to  fay, 

Mon . He  clofeth  with  him  in  the  confequence. 

Or.  I,  you  fay  right,  he  clofeth  with  him  thus, 
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This  will  hce  fay,  let  race  fee  what  Kee  will  fay, 

Mary  this, I faw  him  yeflcrday,  or  t other  day, 

Or  then,  or  atfuch  a time,  a dicing, 

O r at  T ennis , I or  drincking  drunke,  or  entring 
Ofahowfeoflightnes viz.  brothell, 

Thus  fir  do  wee  that  know  the  world,  being  men  of  reach, 
By  indirections,  finde  directions  forth. 

And  fofhnllyoumyfonnes  you  ha  me,  ha  you  not? 

Mon.  1 hauemy  lord. 

Cor . W el,  fare  you  well, commend  mce  to  him. 

Moh.  I will  my  lord. 

Cor.  And  bid  him  ply  his  mufickc 

Mon . My  lord  I wiL  exit. 

Enter,  Of  elite. 

Cor.  Farewel,how  now  Of  elm, what’s  the  news  with  you? 

Oft.  O my  deare  fat  her,  fuch  a changein  nature, 

So  great  an  alteration  in  a Prince, 

So  pitifull  tohim,fearefulIto  mce, 

A maidens  eye  ne  re  looked  on. 

Cor.  Why  whafs  the  matter  ray  OfeUal 

Of  O yong  Prince  Hamlet  fat  only  floure  of TOtmar^ 
Hecis  bereft  of  all  the  wealth  he  had, 

The  Iewell  that  adofnd  his  feature  mod 
Is  filcht  and  rtolne  away,  his  wit1  s bereft  him, 

Hce  found  mcewalkingin  the  gallery  all  alone. 

There  comes  hee  to  mee,with  a diftraAed  looke, 

Hjs  oartcrslaggingdowne , hisfhooeivntide. 

And  fixt  his  eyesfo  ftedfaft  on  my  face. 

As  if  they  had  vow'd,  this  is  their  lateft  obieCl. 

Small  while  he  ftoo  Je,  but  gripes  me  by  the  wrift. 

And  there  he  holdes  my  pulfe  till  with  a hgh 
He  doth  vnclafpchis  holde,  and  parts  away 
Silem,asi$  the  raid  time  oft  he  night: 

And  as  he  went,  his  eie  was  (fill  on  mce, 

For  thus  his  head  ouer  his  fhoulder  looked. 

He  feemed  to  findc  the  way  without  his  eiesi 
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For  out  of  doores  he  went  without  their  hclpe. 

And  fo  did  lcauc  me. 

Cor  Maddc  for  thy  loue, 

What  hauc  you  giuen  him  any  croffe  wordej  of  late? 

Ofelia  I did  repcll  his  letters,  deny  his  gifts 
As  you  did  charge  me. 

Cor . Why  that  hath  made  him  rnadde: 

By  heau  n fis  as  proper  for  our  age  to  cad 
Beyond  ourfelucs,  as  fis  for  the  yonger  fort 
To  leaue  their  wantonnede.  Well,  Iamfory 
That  I was  (o  rafh:  bur  what  remedy? 

Lets  to  the  King,  this  madnefle  may  prooue. 

Though  wildea  while,  yet  more  true  to  thy  loue.  exeunt. 
Enter  King  And  3ueenc,  R offer  craft,  and  Gilderftone. 

King  Right  noble  friends,  that  our  deere  cofin  Hamlet 
Hath  loft  the  very  heart  of  all  his  fence, 

It  is  moft  right,  and  we  moft  fory  for  him: 

Therefore  we  doc  defire,  euenas  you  tender 
Our  care  to  him,  and  our  grcatloue  to  you, 

That  you  will  labour  but  to  wring  from  him 
The  caufe  and  ground  of  his  diftemperancic. 

Doc  this,  the  king  of  Denmark  dial  be  thankcfull 
Rof.  My  Lord>  whatfbeuerlies  within  our  power 
Your  maieftie  may  more  commaund  in  wordes 
Then  vie  perfwafions  toyour  liege  men, bound 
By  loue,  by  duetic,  and  obedience. 

GniL  What  we  may  doe  for  both  your  Maieftiet 
To  know  the  griefe  troubles  the  Prince  your  fonne, 
Wewillindeuour  all  thebeftwe  may, 

So  in  all  ductie  doe  we  take  our  leaue. 

King  Thankej  Gui1derftone,and gentle RofTencT*fr. 
£l*f.  Thankes  RofIencrafi#and  gentle  Gilderftone. 

Enter  (for  ambit  and  Ofelia. 
for.  My  Lord,  the  Ambafladors  aTe ioyfiilly 
Return  d from  Norway. 

King  Thou  (till  baft  beene  the  father  ofgood  newr* 
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Cor . Haue  I my  Lord?  I allure  your  grace, 

I holdcmy  ductic  as  I holdc  my  life, 

Both  to  my  God,  and  to  my  foueraigneKing: 

And  I bclceue,  or  clfe  this  braine  of  mine 
Hunts  not  the  traincofpolieiefo  well 
As  it  had  wont  to  doe,  but  l hauc  found 
T he  very  depth  of  Hamlets  lunacic. 

Quecne  God  graunthc  hath. 

Enter  the  Ambajfadors. 

King  Now  Veltemar, what  from  our  brother  Norway? 

Volt . Mod  fairc  returnespf  greetings  and  dcfircs, 

Vpon  our  firft  he  Cent  forth  to  fupprcflc 
Hisncphcwslcuics,  which  toiiim  appear’d 
To  be  a preparation  gainft  the  Polacke: 

But  better  lookt into,  he  tritely  found 

It  was  againft  your  Highneflcjwhereat  grieued, 

Thatfo  hisfickencffe,age,and  impotence, 

WasfaHHy  borne  in  hand,  fends  out  arrefts 
On  Fortenbraffe,  which  he  in  briefc  obays, 

Kcceiues  rebuke  from  Norway:* nd  in  fine. 

Makes  vow  before  his  vnde,  ncucr  more 
T o giue  the  aflay  of  Aimes  againft  your  Maieftie, 
Whereon  olde  Norway  ouercome  with  ioy, 

Giucs  him  three  thoufand  crownes  in  anruiall  fee, 

And  his  Commidion  to  employ  thofe  fouldicrs, 

So  leuied  as  before,  againft  the  Polacke, 

With  an  intreaty  heerein  further  fhewne. 

That  it  would  pleafe  you  to  gme  quiet  pafte 
Through  your  dominions,  for  that  enterprife 
On  hicn  regardes  ofQfety  and  allowances 
As  therein  are  fet  downc. 

King  1 1 likes  vs  well,  and  at  fit  time  and  leafiire 
Weele  readeand  anfwcrc  thefe  his  Articles, 

M cane  time  we  thankeyou  for  your  well 
T ooke  labour : go  to  y our  refloat  nigh t weele fraft  togifher: 
R ight  welcome  ho  me.  exeunt  Ambajfadorj. 

Cor. 
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Cor . This  bufmes  is  very  well  difpatched. 

Now  iny  Lord  touching  the  yong  Prince  Hamlet, 
Ccrtaine  it  is  that  hec  is  madde:  mad  let  vs  giant  him  then: 
Now  to  know  the  caufe  of  this  effeft. 

Or  elfe  to  fay  the  caufc  of  this  defeft, 

For  this  effeft  defe&iuc  comes  by  caute. 

Queene  Good  my  Lord  he  brief e. 

Cor.  Madam  I will:  my  Lord,  I hauc  a daughter, 
Haue  while  fhee’s  mine : for  that  we  thinke 
Is  fureft,  we  often  loofc:now  to  the  Prince. 

My  Lord,  but  note  this  letter, 

The  which  my  daughter  in  obedience 
Dcliuer’d  to  my  handes. 

King  Reade  it  my  Lord. 

Cor.  Markcrny  Lordi 
Doubt  that  in  earth  is  lire. 

Doubt  that  the  ftarres  doc  moue, 

Dou  bt  trueth  to  be  a liar, 

But  doe  not  doubt  I louc. 

T o the  beautifull  O folia : 

Thine  eucr  the  moft  vnhappy  Prince  Hamlet. 

My  Lord,  what  doe  you  thinke  of  me? 

I,  or  whatmightyou  thinke  when  Ifawe  this? 

King  As  of  a true  friend  and  am  oft  louingfubiett. 

Cor.  I would  be  glad  toproouefo- 
Now  when  Ifaw  this  letter, thus  I befpakcmy  maiden : 
Lord  Hamlet  is  a Prince  out  of your  ftatre, 

A n d one  that  is  vn equall  for  your  loue: 

Therefore  I did  coitunaund  her  refufe  his  letters. 

Deny  his  tokcns,and  to  abfent  herfelfe 
Shce  as  my  childe  obediently  obey'd  me. 

Now  fince  which  time,  feeing  his  loue  thus  crofsd, 

Which  I tooke  to  be  idle,  and  butfport. 

He  ftraitway  grew  into  a melancholy, 

From  that  vnto  afaft , thcnvnto  dift  ration, 

Then  into  a fadnefle,  from  that  vnto  a madneff^ 
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An  d fo  by  continuance, and  weakenefle  of  the  brainc 
Into  this  frenfie,  which  now  poffefleth  him: 

And  if  this  be  not  true,  take  this  from  this. 

King  Thinkeyou  fis  fo? 

Qor.  How?  fo  my  Lord,  I would  very  fame  know 
That  thing  that  l hauefaide  t ’is  fo,  pofitiuely, 

And  it  hath  fallen  out  otherwife. 

Nay,  ifcircumftanccs  Icade  me  on, 
lie  findc  it  out,if  it  were  hid 
As  deepcas  the  centre  of  the  earth. 

King,  how  Qiould  wee  trie  this  fame? 

Cor.  Alary  my  good  lord  thus. 

The  Princes  walkc  is  here  in  the  gaiety, 

There  let  <?/#/4,\valke  vntill  hcc  comes: 

Y our  felfe  and  I will  ftand  clofe  in  the  Andy, 

There  /hall  you  heare  the  effefl  of  all  his  hart. 

And  ifit  prouc  any  otherwife  then  lone, 

Then  let  ray  cenfurc  faile  an  other  time. 

King,  fee  where  hec  comes  poring  vppon  a booke. 

Enter  Hamlet. 

Cor.  Madame,  will  it  plcafeyour  grace 
Toleaucvshcrc? 

Quc.  With  all  my  hart.  exit. 

Cor.  An&here  Ofelia,  readeyou  on  this  booke. 
And  walkealoofe,  the  King  /ha!  be  vnfeene. 

Ham.  To  be, or  not  to  be,  I there’s  the  point, 

To  Die,  to  fleepe, is  that  all?  I all: 

No, to  fl cepe, to  dreame,!  mary  thercif  goes, 

For  in  that  dreame  of  death,  when  wee  awake. 

And  borne  before  an  euerlaOing  Iudgc, 

From  whence  no  paflengereuerretur’nd, 

The  vndifeouered  country,  at  whofe  fight 
The  happy  fmile, and  the  accurfed  damn’d. 

But  for  this, the  ioyfull  hope  of  this, 

Whol’d  beaTe  the  fcomes  andflattery  of  the  world, 
Scorned  by  the  right  rich, the  rich  curfTed  ofthe  poore? 
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The  widow  being  cppre{Ted,the  orphan  wrong'd, 

The  tafte  of  hunger,  or  a tirants  t'aigne, 

Andthoufand  more  calamities  befidcs, 

To  grunt  andflveatc  vnder  this  weary  life. 

When  that  he  may  his  full  Quietus  make, 

With  a bare  bodkin,  who  would  this  indure, 
Butforahopeoffomething  afterdeath? 

Which  pufies  the  braine,and  doth  confound  the  fence. 
Which  makes  vs  rather  bearethofeeuilles  wchaue. 

Than  flic  to  others  that  we  know  not  of. 

I that,0  this  confcience  makes  co  wardes  of  vs  all, 

Lady  m thy  orisons,  be  all  ray  (innes  reraembred. 

Of  el.  My  Lord,  I haue  (ought  opporfunitie,which  now 
I haue,to  redcliuerto  your  worthy  bnndcs,  afmall  remem- 
brance, fuch  tokens  which  I haue  recciucd  ofyotn 
Ham.  Areyoufaire? 

OfeL  My  Lord. 

Ham.  Are  you  honed? 

Of  el.  What  meanes  my  Lord? 

Hum.  That  if  you  be  faire  and  honed. 

Your  beauty  (hould  admit  no  difeourfe  to  your  honedy. 

Of  el.  My  Lord,  can  beauty  haue  better  priuilcdge  than 
with  honedy'? 

Ham.  Y ea  mary  may  it*,  for  Beauty  may  transforme 
Honedy,  from  what  (he  was  into  a bawd: 

Then  Honedy  can  transform  e Beauty: 

This  was  foraetimes  a Paradox, 

Butnow  the  time  giuesitfcopc. 

I neuer  gaue  you  nothing. 

OfeL  My  Lord,  you  know  right  well  you  did, 

And  with  them  fuch  earned  vowes  of  loue, 

As  would  hauemoou'd  thedonied  bread  aliue, 

Bu  t now  too  true  X finde, 

Rich  gifteswaxe  poore,  whengiuers  grow  mkitlde. 

Hum.  I neuer  louedyou. 

OfeL  Youmademcoelceueyou  did. 
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Ham.  C thou  fliouldft  not  a beleeuedme! 

Go  to  a Nunnery  goe,  why  fhouldft  thou 

Be  a breeder  offinners?  I am  myfelfe  indifferent  honeft, 

But  I could  accufe  myfelfe  of  fuch  crimes 

It  had  becne  better  my  mother  had  nere  borne  me, 

O I am  very  prowde.  ambitious, difdaincfull, 

With  more  finnes  at  my  becke,  then  I haue  thoughts 
T o put  them  in, what  mould  fuch  fellowes  as  I 
Do,  crawling  between  heauen  and  earth? 

To  a Nunnery  goe,  we  are  arrant  knaues  all, 

Bcleeuc  none  ot  irs,  to  a Nunnery  goe. 

Of  el.  O heauensfecure  him! 

Ham.  W her’s  thy  father? 

Ofel.  At  home  my  lord. 

Ham.  For  Gods  falce  let  the  doores  be  (but  on  him. 

He  may  play  the  foole  no  where  but  in  his 
Ownehoufcito  a Nunnery  goe. 

Ofel.  Help  him  goodGod. 

Hum.  If  thou  doft  marry,  He  giue  thee 
This  plague  to  thy  dowry: 

Be  thou  as  chaftcas  yce,  as  pure  as  fnowe, 

Thou  rtialt  not  fcape  calumny,  to  a Nunnery  goe. 

Ofel.  Alas,  what  change  is  this? 

Ham.  But  if  thou  wilt  needes  marry,marry  a foole, 

For  wifemen  know  well  enough, 

W hat  monfters  you  make  of  them, to  a Nunnery  goe. 

Ofel.  Pray  God  reft  ore  him. 

Ham.  Nay,  I haue  heard  ofyour  paintings  too, 

God  hath  giuen  you  one  face, 

And  you  make  your  felues  another, 

You  fig, and  you  amble,  andyou  nickname  Gods  creatures, 
M aking  your  wantonnefTe,  your  ignorance, 

A pox,  t’is  feuruy,  lie  no  more  ofit. 

It  hath  made  me  roadde  : He  no  more  marriages. 

All  that  are  married  but  one, {hall  liue, 

The  reft  fhalikeepcas  they  are,  to  a Nunnery  goe. 
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To  a Nunnery  goc.  exit. 

Ofe.  Great  God  ofheaucn,what  a quicke  change  is  this? 
The  Courtier,ScholIeraSouldicr,allin  him. 

All  dafht  andfplinterd  thence,  O woe  is  me. 

To  a feene  what  1 haue  fecne,fee  what  I fee.  exit. 

King  Louc?  No, no,  that's  not  the  caufc,  Enter  KinganK 
Some  deeper  thing  it  is  that  troubles  him.  Cormbis. 

Cor.  Wcl/omcthingiti$:my  Lord, content  you  a while, 
I willmyfelfe  goefeele  himtlct  meworke, 
lie  fry  him  euery  way  : fee  where  he  comes. 

Send  you  thofe  Gentlemen,  let  me  alone 
T o findc  the  depth  of  this, away, be  gone.  exit  King. 

Now  my  good  Lord, do  you  know  me?  Enter  Hamlet. 

Ha m.  Y ca  very  well, y are  a fifhmongcr. 

Coy.  Not  I my  Lord. 

Ham.  Then  fir,  I would  you  werefo  honeft  a man, 

For  to  be  honeft,as  this  age  goes, 

1 s one  man  to  be  pickt  out  of  tenne  th  oufand. 

for.  Whatdocyou reademyLord? 

Ham.  Wordes,wordes. 

for.  What  $ the  matter  my  Lord? 

Ham.  Bctwecnewho? 

Cor.  I meanethe  matter  you  reade  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Mary  moft  vile  herefie: 

For  here  the  Satyricall  Satyrc  writes, 

That  olde  men  haue  hollow  eyes,weakeb ackes. 

Grey  beardcs,  pittifull  weake  harame$,gowty  legges, 

AH  which  fir, I moft  potently  beleeue  not: 

For  fir,yourfelfefhalbcoldeasI  am. 

If  like  a Crabbc,you  could  goc  backeward. 

for.  How  pregnant  his  replies  are,and  full  of  wits 
Yetatfirft  he  tooke  me  for  a fishmonger: 

All  this  comes  by  Ioue,the  vemencieofloue, 

And  when  Iwasyong,  I was  very  idle, 

And  fuffered  much  extafie  in  louc,  very  ncerc  this: 

Will  you  walkc  out  of  the  aire  my  Lord? 
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Hm.  Intomygraue. 

fir.  By  the  maile  that’s  out  of  the  aire  indeed, 

V f Ty  (hrewd  anfwcrs, 

My  lord  I will  take  my  leauc  of  you. 

Enter  Gilder  ft  enc,  *nd  'Rcfenertft. 

Haw.  You  can  take  nothingfrommefix, 

1 will  more  willingly  part  with  all, 

Oldedoatingfoole. 

Cor3  Y ou  (eeke  Prince  Hamlet, fee, there  he  is.  exit. 

Gil.  Health  to  yotirLordfliip. 

Ham.  What,  Gilderftonc,andRofTcncraft, 

Welcome  kin dc  Schoolc-fcllowes  to  Elfanourc . 

Gil.  We  thanke  your  Grace,and  would  be  very  glad 
You  were  as  when  we  were  at  Wittenberg. 

Horn.  Ithankeyou,butis  this  vifitation  free  of 
Yourfelues,  or  were  you  not  fent  fore 
T ell  me  true, come, 1 know  the  good  King  and  Quccne 
Sent  for  you,thereis  a kinde  of  confeflion  in  your  eye: 
Come,  I know  you  were  fent  for. 

tyl.  What  £ay  you? 

Haw.  Nay  then  I fee  how  the  winde  fits, 

Come, you  werefentfor. 

Ref.  My  lord,  we  were,  and  willingly  if  we  might, 
Know  the  caufe  and  ground  of  your  dif content. 

Haw.  Why  I want  preferment. 

1 thinke  not  fo  my  lord. 

Haw.  Yes  faith, this  great  world  you  fee  contents  me  not, 
No  nor  the  fpangledheauen$,nor  earth, nor  fca, 

No  nor  Man  that  is  fo  glorious  a creature, 

Contents  not  me,  no  nor  woman  too,though  you  laugh. 

Gil.  My  lord,  we  laugh  notat  that, 

Haw.  Why  did  youlaugh  then, 

When  I faid,Man  did  not  content  cnee? 

Gil.  My  Lord,  we  laughed,  when  you  laid,  Man  did  not 
content  you. 

What  entertaincmcntthcPUyerslhall  haue. 
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Wc  boor  Jed  them  a the  way : they  are  comming  to  you. 
Ham.  Players  ,what  Players  be  they? 

My  Lord,  the  T ragedians  of  the  Citty, 

Thofcthat  you  tookc  delight  to  feefo  often.  (die* 

Ham.  How  comes  it  that  they  trau  ell?  Do  they  grow  re - 
Gil.  No  my  Lord,  their  reputation  holds  as  it  was  wont. 
Ham,  How  then? 

<jil.  Yfaith  my  Lord,  noueltie  carries  it  away, 

For  theprincipal!  publike  audience  that 
Came  to  them,  are  turned  to  priuateplayes, 

And  to  the  humour  of  children. 

Ham,  I doe  not  greatly  wonder  of  it, 
Forthofcthatwouldmakcmopsand  moes 
At  my  vncle,  when  my  father  liued. 

Now  giue  a hundred, two  hundred  pounds 
For  his  pi&urc : but  they  (hall  be  welcome, 

He  that  play  es  the  Kingfhall  haue  tribute  of  me. 

The  ventrous Knight  {hall  vfe  his  foyle  and  target, 
Thcloucr  fhal!  figh  gratis, 

The  clowne  Hull  make  them  laugh  (for  t, 

That  arc  tickled  in  the  lungs,  or  the  blankeverfe  {hall  halt 
And  the  Lady  (hall  haue  leaue  to  fpcake her  minde freely. 

The  Trumpets  found,  Enter  Cor  am  his. 

Do  you  fee  yonder  great  baby? 

He  is  n ot  yet  out  of  his  fwadling  clowts. 

Gil.  That  may  be,  for  they  fny  an  oldc  man 
Is  twice  a childc.  (Players, 

Ham.  He  prophecie  to  you,  bee  comes  to  tell  race  a the 
Y ou  (ay  true,  a monday  laff , t’was  fo  indeedc. 

Cor.  My  lord,  I haue  news  to  tell  you. 

Ham,  My  Lord,  I haue  newes  to  tell  you: 

When  Roffiosvj* s an  A&or  in  %jpne. 

Cor . The  Adors  are  come  hither, my  lord. 

Ham.  Buz, buz. 

Cor.  The  beft  Aftors  in  Chriflendome, 

Either  for  Comedy, T ragedy,Hiftorie,Paflorall, 

E 3 Paftorali 
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PadoralkHidoricall.HidoricalljComicall, 

Comical!  hidoricaII,Paftorall,  Tragedy  hirtoricall: 

Seneca  cannot  be  too  heauy,  nor  Plato  too  light: 

For  the  law  hath  writ  thofc  are  the  onely  men. 

Ha,  O/eptaludgeof^^/.'vvhatatreafure  hadfl  thou? 

Cor . Why  what  a treafure  had  he  my  lord? 

Ham.  Why  onefaire  daughter, and  no  more, 

The  which  he  loued  palling  well. 

Cor.  A ,dil  harping  a my  daughter! well  my  Lord, 

If  you  call  me  Iepha3 1 hane  a daughter  that 
llouepaffmg  well. 

Ham.  Nay  that  followes  not. 

(or.  What  followes  then  my  Lord? 

Ham.  Why  by  lot,  or  God  wot, or  as  it  came  to  pafle, 
And  To  it  was,  thefird  verfeof  the  godly  Ballet 
Wil  tel  you  alhfor  look  you  where  my  abridgement  comes: 
Welcome  maiders,  welcome  all,  Enter  -players. 

What  my  olde  friend, thy  face  is  vallanced 
Since  I faw  thee  lad, corn’d  thou  to  beard  me  in 
My  yong  lady  and  midris,burlady  but  your  (you  were: 

Ladilhip  is  growneby  the  altitude  ofachopine  higher  than 
Pray  God  fir  your  voyce,  like  apeeceofvncurrant 
Goldc,  be  not  cvack’t  in  the  ring:  come  on  maiders, 

Weelc  cuen  too’t,  like  French  Falconers, 

Flic  at  any  thing  we  fee,  come,  a fade  of  your 
Quallitie,  afpeech,a  paflionate  fpeech. 

Players  What  fpeech  my  good  lord? 

Ham.  1 heard  thee  fpealcc  a fpeech  once, 

Butit  was  neuer  a&cdiorifitwere, 

Neueraboue  twice,  for  as  I remember. 

It  pleafed  not  the  vulgar, it  was  cauiary 

T o the  million  : but  to  me 

And  others,  that  receiued  it  in  the  like  kinde, 

Cried  in  the  toppe  of  their  judgements, an  excellent  play. 
Set  downe  with  as  great  modedie  as  cunning: 

One  (aid  there  was  no  (alletsin  the  lines  to  make  the  (auory, 

But 
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But  called  it  an  lioneft  mcthodc.as  wholcfome  as  fweete. 
Come,  a fpeech  in  it  I chiefly  remember 
Was  nsEaeas  tal  c to  *Dido , 

And  then  cfpecially  where  he  talkes  of  Princes  (laughter, 
Ifitliuein  thy  memory  beginneatthis  line, 

Let  me  fee. 

The  rugged  Pyrrtu,  like  th’arganian  beaft: 

No  t*is  not  fo,  it  begins  with  Pirrtu: 

O I haue  it. 

The  nigged  P'tmu, he  whofe  fable  arm  es, 

Blackc  as  his  purpofe  did  the  night  refemble, 

When  he  lay  couched  in  the  ominous  horfe. 

Hath  now  his  blackc  and  grimme  complexion  fmeered 
With  Heraldry  more  difmall,  headtoroote, 

Now  is  he  totall  guife,horridcly  tricked 
With  blood  offathen,mothers,daughters,fonnes, 

Back’t  and  imparched  in  calagulate  gore, 

Rifted  in  earth  and  fire,  olde  grandnre  Prr/atffeehes: 
Sogoeon.  (accent. 

Cor.  Afore  God,  my  Lord,  well  fpoke,  and  with  good 
PUy.  A none  he  finds  him  (hiking  too  fhort  at  Greeks, 
His  antike  fword  rebellious  to  his  Arme, 

Lies  where  it  falles,  vnable  to  refift. 

PyrrusiX  Prytm  driues,  but  all  in  rage. 

Strikes  wide,  but  with  the  whiffc  and  winde 
Of  his  fell fword,  th’unnerued  fatherfallcs. 
for.  Enough  my  friend,  f is  too  long. 

H*m.  Itfhall  to  the  Barbers  with  your  beard: 

A pox,  hecsfoi  a Iigge,  or  a tale  of  bawdry. 

Or  elfc  he  fleepes,  come  on  to  Hecubaycovnz. 

PUy.  But  who, O whohadfcenethemobledQueenc? 
Cor.  M obled  Queenc  is  good,faith  very  good. 

PUy.  All  in  the  alarum  and  fe are  of  death  rofe  vp, 

And  oreherweake  and  all  ore- teeming  loyne$,ablancket 
And  akercheron  that  head, where  late  the  diademe  ftoode. 
Who  this  had  feene  with  tongue inuenom’d  fpeech, 

Would 


Would  frealbn  haue  pronounced, 

F or  ifthe  gods  thcmfelucs  had  feene  her  then, 

When  (he  faw  Pirm  with  malitious  ftrokes, 

Mincing  her  husbandeshmbs, 

It  would  haue  made  milch  the  burning  eyes  ofheauen, 
And  paflion  in  the  gods. 

Cor . Lookemylordifhe  hath  not  chang dc  his  colour. 
And  hath  teaves  in  his  eyes:  no  more  good  heart,  no  more. 

Ham.  T’is  well,  t’is  very  well,  I pray  my  lord, 

Will  you  fee  the  Players  wellbcftowed, 

I tell  you  they  are  the  Chronicles 
And  briefe  abftraftj  of  rhe  time, 

After  your  death  I can  tell  you, 

Y ou  were  better  haue  a bad  Epiteeth, 

Then  their  ill  report  while  you  liuc. 

£or . My  lord,  l will  vfe  them  according  to  their  deferts. 
Hunt . O farre  better  man,vfc  euery  man  after  his  deferts, 
Then  who  fhould  Cape  whipping? 

V fc  them  after  your  o wne  honor  and  dignitie, 

The  lefTethey  deferue,  the  greater  credit  s yours. 

Cor.  Welcome  my  good  fell owes.  exit. 

Horn.  Come  hither  maifters,  can  you  not  play  the  mur- 
der of  Con fagot 

$n  Yes  my  Lord. 


And  could’ft  not  thou  forancede  ftudy  me 
Some  dozen  or  fixteene  lines. 

Which  1 would  fet  downe  andinfert? 
pUjerj  Yes  very  eafily  my  good  Lord. 

Hum.  Tiswell,  I thankcyouifollow  that  lord: 

And  doc  you  hearefm?  take  heede  you  mocke  him  not. 
Gentlemen,  for  your  kindnes  I thankeyou, 

And  for  a time  I would  defue  you  leaue  me. 

Gil.  Our  loue  and  ductic  is  at  your  commaund. 


Ham . Why  what  a dunghill  idiote  flaue  am  I J 
Why  thefe  Players  here  draw  water  from  eyes: 


Exennt  all  but  Hamlet. 
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For  Hecuba,  why  what  is  Hecuba  to  him.or  he  to  Hecuba? 
What  wo  uld  he  do  and  if  he  had  my  Ioffe? 

His  father  murdred,  and  a Crownc  bereft  him, 

He  would  turnc  all  his  tearc*  to  droppes  of  bJood# 

Amaze  theftanders  by  with  hij  Laments, 

Strike  more  then  wonder  in  the  indicia!!  eares, 

Confound  the  ignorant,  and  make  mute  the  wife, 
Indeedehis  pamon  would  begenerall. 

Yet  I like  to  anafTeand  lohnaPreames, 

Hauing  my  father  murdred  by  a villain e, 

Stan d (fill ,and  let  it  pafTc, why  furelam  a coward: 

Who  pluckcs  me  by  the  beard,  or  twites  my  note, 

Giue’s  me  the  liei’th  throatc  downeto  the  lungs, 

Sure  I fhould  take  it,  or  elfe  I haue  no  gall, 

Or  by  this  I fhould  a fatted  all  the  region  kites 
With  thisflaues  offell,  this  damned  villaine, 

T reacherous, bawdy, murderous  villaine: 

Why  this  is  brau  e,  that  Ithefonneofmydcarefathcr, 
Should  like  a fealion,  like  a very  drabbe 
Thus  raile  in  wordcs.  About  my  braine, 

I haue  heard  that  guilty  creatures  fitting  at  a play. 

Hath, by  the  very  cunning  ofthefcenc,confen a murder 
Committed  long  before. 

This  fpirit  that  1 haue  feene  may  be  the  Dwell, 

And  out  ofmy  weakcnefTe  and  my  melancholy, 

As  he  is  very  potent  with  fuch  men, 

Doth  feeke  to  damne  me,  I will  haue  founder  proofed, 

The  plays  the  thing, 

Wherein  He  catch  the  confidence  of  the  King.  exit. 

Enter  the  King,  2^cne>  hordes. 

King  Lordes,  can  you  by  no  mcanesfinde 
The  caufe  ofourfonne  Hamlets lunacic? 

You  being fo  neere  inloue,euenftom  his  youth, 

Me  thinkes  fhould  gainemore  than  a ftranger  fhould. 

F Gil- 
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Gil.  My  lord,  wc  haue  done  all  the  beft  we  could, 

To  wring  from  him  the  caufcofall  his  griefc, 

But  ftill  he  puts  vs  off, and  by  no  mcanes 
Would  make  an  anfwere  to  that  vve  cxpofde. 

Roff.  Yet  was  he  fomethingmore  inclin’d  to  mirth 
Before  we  left  him,  and  I take  it, 

He  hath  giuen  order  for  a play  to  night, 

A t which  he craucs  your  highneffe  company. 

Kin/  With  all  our  heart,  it  likes  vs  very  well: 

Gentlemen,  fecke  Hill  to  increafe  his  mirth, 

Spare  for  no  coft , our  coffers  (hall  be  open, 

And  we  vnto  yourfelueswill  ftill  be  thankcfull. 

Both  In  all  wee  can,  befurcyou  (hall  commaund. 
Qucene  Thankes  gentlemen,  and  whattheQueeneof 
May  pleafure  you,  be  hire  you  (hall  not  want.  (Donmxr^e 
Cjil . W eele  once  againe  vnto  the  noble  Prince. 

King  Thanks  to  you  both:Gertrcd  youT  fee  this  play. 
Quccnc  My  lord  I will,  anditioyesmeatthcfoule 
He  is  inclin'd  to  any  kindc  ofmirth. 

Cor.  Madame,  I pray  be  ruled  by  me: 

And  my  good  Sdueraigne,giueme  leaue  tofpeake, 

We  cannot  yet  findc  out  the  very  ground 
Of  his  diftempcrance,  therefore 
I holde  it  meetc,  if  fo  it  pleafe  you, 

Elfe  they  (hall  not  meete,and  thus  it  is. 

King  What  i ft  Corambij?  (done, 

Cor.  Mary  my  good  lord  this,foone  when  the  fports  arc 
Madam,  fend  you  in  hafte  to  fpeake  with  him, 

And  I my  felfe  will  ftand  behind  the  Arras, 

There  queftion  you  the  caufe  of  all  his  griefe, 

And  then  in  loue  and  nature  vnto  you,hcc’Ic  tel!  you  all: 

My  Lord, how  riiinkeyou  on’** 

King  It  likes  vs  well,  Gerterd,  what  fay  you? 

£uecne  With  all  my  heart,  (oone  will  1 fend  for  him. 
Cor.  My  felfe  will  be  that  happy  mefTengcr, 

Who  hopes  his  griefe  will  be  rcueafd  to  her.  exennt  omnes 

Snter 
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Enter  Hamlet  and  the  'Players. 

Ham.  Pronounce  me  this  fpcech  trippingly  a the  tongue 
as  I taught  thee, 

Mary  and  you  mouth  it,  as  a many  of  your  players  do 
l’de  rather  hearc  a townc  bull  bellow, 

Then  fuch  a fellow  fpealce  my  lines. 

Nor  donotfaw  thcaire  thus  with  your  hands, 
Butgiueeuery  thing  his  aftion  with  temperance.  (fellow, 

0 it  offends  mee  to  the  foule,  to  henre  a rebufhous  periwig 
T o tcarc  apaflion  in  totters, into  very  ragges, 

T o fpht  the  eares  of  the  ignoraut,who  for  the  (noifes, 

Moff  parte  are  capable  of  nothing  but  dumbefhewes  and 

1 woul  d haue  fuch  a fellow  whipt,for  o re  doing,  tarmagant 
It  out,H erodes  Herod. 

flayers  My  Lorde,  wee  haue  indifferently  reformed  that 
among  vs. 

Ham.  The  better,  the  better,  mend  it  all  together: 

There  be  fellowcs  that  I haue  feene  play, 

And  heard  others  commend  them, and  that  highly  too. 
That  hauing  neither  the  gate  of  Chriftian,  Pagan, 

Nor  T urk  e,haue  fo  ftrutted  and  bellowed, 

That  you  would  a thought,  feme  of  Natures  journeymen 
Had  made  men,and  not  made  them  well, 

They  imitated  humanitie,fo  abhominablc: 

Take  heede,auoyde  it. 

flayers  I warrant  you  my  Lord. 

Ham.  And  dee  you  hearc?  let  not  your  Clowne  fpealce 
More  then  is  fet  downe,  there  be  of  them  I can  tell  you 
That  will  laugh  themfclues,  to  fet  on  fome 
Quantitie  of  barren  fpc£fotors  to  laugh  with  them, 

Albeit  there  is  fome  neceffary  point  in  the  Play 
Then  to  be  obfcruediO  t* is  vile,  and  fhewes 
A pittiful!  ambition  in  the  foole  that  vfeth  it. 

And  then  you  haue  fome  agen,  that  keepes  one  futc 
Ofieaffs,asamanis  knowneby  one  futc  of 
Appatclband  Gentlemen  quotes  hisiraffs  downe 
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In  their  tables,  before  they  come  to  the  play, as  thus: 

Cannot  you  flay  till  I eatc  my  porrige?  and,you  owe  me 
A quarters  wagcs:and,  my  coate  wants  a cullifon: 

And, your  bccrc  is  fowre:and, blabbering  with  his  lips. 

And  thus  keeping  in  his  cinkapafe  of  ieafts, 

When,  God  knows, the  warmc  Clowne  cannot  makeaicfl 
V nlefle  by  chance  ,as  the  blinde  man  catcheth  a hare: 
Maifters  tell  him  of  it. 

flayers  Wc  will  my  Lord. 

Hum.  Well,  goe  make  you  ready.  exeunt  flayers. 

Horatio . HeeremyLord. 

Ham,  Horatio , thou  art  eu en  as  iuft  a man, 

As  ere  my  conuerfation  cop’d  withall. 

Hot.  O my  lord! 

Ham.  Nay  why  fhould  I flatter  thee? 

Whyfhould  the  poore  be  flattered? 

What  gaine  fhould  I receiue  by  flattering  thee. 

That  nothing  hath  but  thy  good  minde? 

Let  flattery  fit  on  thofe  time-pleafing  tongs, 

T o glofe  with  them  that  loues  to  hcare  theirpraife, 

And  not  with  fuch  as  thou  Horatio. 

There  is  a play  to  night,  wherein  one  Sceane  they  hauc 
Comes  very  neere  the  murder  ofmy  father. 

When  thou /halt  fee  that  A&afbote, 

Markethou  the  King,  doe  butobferuc  hisloolces. 

For  l minceies  will  riuet  to  his  face: 

And  if  he  doe  not  bleach,  and  changeat  that, 

Iris  a damned  ghofl  that  wehauefecne. 

Horatio , haue  a care,  obferue  him  well. 

Hor.  My  lord,  mine  cics  /hall  flill  be  on  his  face, 

And  not  thefmallefl  alteration 

That  (hall  appeare  in  him, but  I /hall  note  it. 

Ham.  Harke,  they  come. 

"Enter  King,^ueene fiorambii,  and  other  Lords,  (a  play? 
King  How  now  fon  Hamlet, how  fare  you, /hall  wc  haue 
Ham.  Yfaith  theCamelions  di/h,  not  capon  crararn  d, 


Trine  e cf Denrnarke. 

feedc  a the  ayre. 

I father : My  lord,  you  playd  in  the  Vniuerfitie. 

Car.  That  I did  my  L:  and  I was  counted  a good  a&or. 
Ham.  What  did  you  ena&  there? 

C^r.  My  lord, I did  a Ttluliw  Caftr,  I was  killed 
in  the  Capitoll,  Urnttu  killed  me. 

Ham . It  was  a brute  parte  of  him, 

T o kill  fo  capital!  a calfe. 

Come,  be  thefe  Playersready? 

^nyene  Hamlet  come  fit  do  wne  by  me. 

Ham.  No  by  my  faith  mother,  heere’s  a mettle  more  at- 
Lady  will  you  giue  me  leaue,and  fo  forth:  (tra&iue : 

To  lay  my  head  in  your  Uppe? 

Of  el.  No  my  Lord.  (trary  matters? 

Ham.  Vpon  your  lap,what  do  you  thinke  I meant  con- 
ifer in  a T>nmbe  Shew,  the  King  and  the  jfhfcene,  he  / its 
doyvnein  an  zArbor,  fhe  Uaties  him : Then  enters  Lnci- 
anus  with  poyfon  in  a Vi  all,  and porvres  it  in  his  e ares  .and 
goes  away  : Then  the  Qucene  commeth  and  finales  him 
dead:  and  goes  away  with  the  other . 

Of  el.  What  mcanes  this  my  Lord?  Enter  theTrologne. 
Ham . This  is myching  Mallico,  that  meancs  my  chiefe. 
Ofel.  What  doth  this  meane  my  lord? 

Ham.  you  (hall  hearcanone,  this  fellow  will  tell  you  all. 
Ofel.  Will  he  tell  vs  what  this  (hew  meanes? 

Ham.  I,  or  any  fhewyou’lefhewhim, 

Be  not  afeard  to  (hew,  hee  lc  nor  be  afeard  to  tell: 

O thefe  Players  cannot  kcepe  counfell,  thei’le  tell  all. 

Trol.  For  vs, and  for  ourTragcdie, 

Heere  ftowpiug  to  your  demencie, 

We  begge  your  hearing  patiently. 

Ham.  Fft  a prologue, or  a poefie  fora  ring? 

Ofel.  T'is  (hort  my  Lord. 

Ham . As  womens  loue. 

€ ntcr  the  ‘Dube  and  Dntcheffe. 

Dak*  Full  fovtie  yeares  are  part,  their  date  is  gone, 

F 3 Since 


ThcT rdgcdic  of Hamlet 

Since  happy  time  ioyn’d  both  our  hearts  as  one: 

And  now  the  blood  that  fill'd  myyouthfull  veincs, 

Ruimcs  wcakely  in  their  pipes,  and  all  thcfti  aines 
Ofmuhcke,  which  whilome  plealde  mine  care. 

Is  now  a burthen  that  Age  cannot  bcare: 

And  therefore  fweete  Nature  mud  pay  his  due, 

T o heauen  muft  I,  and  leaue  the  earth  with  you. 

Dutch' fc  O fay  not  fo, left  that  you  kill  my  heart, 

When  death  takes  you,  let  life  from  me  depart. 

D*ke  Content  thy  felfe,  when  ended  is  my  date. 

Then  maid(perchance)haue  a more  noble  mate, 

More  wife,moreyouthfuIl,  and  one. 

Dutchejfe  O fpeakc  no  more,  for  then  I am  accurft, 
None  weds  the  fecond,  but  (he  kils  thefirft: 

A fecond  time  I kill  my  Lord  that’s  dead, 

When  fecond  husband  kifles  me  in  bed. 

O wormewood,wormcwood! 

Duke  I doe  belceue  you  fweete,  what  now  you  fpeake. 
But  what  we  doe  determine  oft  we  breake. 

For  our  demifcsdil  are  ouerthrowne. 

Our  thoughts  arc  ours,  their  end’s  none  of  our  owne: 

So  thinke  you  will  no  fecond  husband  wed, 

But  die  thy  thoughts,  when  thy  firft  Lord  is  dead. 

Dutch' jfe  Both  here  and  there  purfue  me  lading  drife, 
Ifonccawiddow;eucr  I be  wife. 

Hunt,  If  (he  fhould  breake  now. 

Duke  T*is  deepely  fwome,fwecte  leaue  me  here  awhile. 
My  fpirites  growe  dull , and  fainc  I would  beguile  the  tedi* 
ous  time  with  fleepe. 

Dutch' ft  Sleepe  rocke  thy  bratne. 

And  neuer  come  mifchance  betweene  vs  twaine,  exit  Lady 

Ham,  Madam,  how  do  you  like  this  pi ay? 

Qh'ciu  The  Lady  protefts  too  much. 

Ham.  O but  fhee  lc  keepc  her  word. 

King  Haue  you  heard  thcargument,  is  there  no  offence 
in  it? 


Ham . 
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Ham.  No  offence  in  the  world,poyfon  micfttpoifon  in 

King  What  do  you  call  the  name  of  the  phy?  (ieft* 

Ham.  Moufe-trap:mary  how  trapicallyithis  play  is 
The  image  of  a murder  done  mgujana,  Albert HI 
Was  the  Dukes  name,  his  wife  Bapfifa, 

Father, it  is  a knauifh  peecc  a workeibut  what 
A that,  it  toucheth  not  vs,  you  and  I that  haue  free 
Soules,let  the  galld  iadc  wince,  this  is  one 
Luciantu  nephew  to  the  King. 

Of  el.  Y arc  as  good  as  a Chorus  my  lord. 

Ham.  I could  interpret  the  loue  you  bearc,  iflfawethc 
poopies  dallying. 

OfcL  Y are  very  pleafant my  lord. 

Hem.  Who  I,  your  onlic  jig-maker,  why  what  fhoulde 
a man  do  but  be  merry?  forlookc  how  cheercfully  my  mo- 
ther lookes,  my  father  died  within  thefc  two  hourcs. 

Ofel.  Nay,  t’is  twice  two  months,my  Lord. 

Ham.  T wo  month$,nay  then  let  the  diucll  weare  blacke, 
For  i’le  haue  a fufce  of  Sables : Iefus,  two  months  dead, 

And  not  forgotten  yet?  nay  then  there  sfome 
Likelyhood,  a gentlemans  death  may  outliue  memorie. 

But  by  my  faith  hce  muft  build  churches  then. 

Or  els  hee  muft  follow  the  olde  Epitithe, 

With  hoh,  with  ho,  thehobi-horfe  is  forgot. 

OfeL  Y our  iefts  are  keene  my  Lord. 

Ham.  It  would  coftyou  agroning  to  take  them  off. 

Ofel.  Still  better  and  worfe. 

Ham.  So  you  muft  take  your  husband,  begin.  Murdred 
B egin,  a poxe,  leaue  thy  damnable  faces  and  begin, 

Come,  the  croking  rauen  doth  bellow  forreuenge. 

Mnrd.  Thoughts  blacke,  hands  apt,  drugs  fit,  and  time 
Confederate  feafon,  elfe  no  creature  feeing:  (agreeing. 

Thou  mixture  rancke,of  midnight  weedes  collected, 

With  Hecates  bane  thrife  blafted,thrife  infc&cd. 

Thy  naturall  magicke,and  due  prepertie. 

One  wholcfome  life  vfurps  immediately.  exit. 

Ham. 
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Ham.  Hepoyfonshitnfor  his  eftatc 

King  Lights,  I will  to  bed. 

Cor . T heking  rifes, lights  hoe. 

Exennt  King  and  Lor  de s. 

Ham.  What,ffighted  with  falfe  fires? 

Then  let  the  ftricken  dccrc  goe  weepe, 

The  Hart  vngalled  play, 

For  fomc  mud  laugh,  while  fome  muft  wcepe. 

Thus  runnes  the  world  away. 

Her . The  king  is  mooued  my  lord. 

Her . I Horatio , i’le  take  the  Ghofts  word 
For  more  then  all  the  coyne  in  ‘Dermtarke. 

Enter  %o fetter  aft  and  (jiUerfteite. 

Kef  Now  my  lord, how  i ’ft  with  you? 

Ham . And  if  the  king  like  not  the  tragedy, 

Why  then  belike  he  likes  itnot  per  dy. 

'Roff-  We  are  very  glad  to  fee  you  r grace  fo  pleafant. 

My  good  lord,  let  vs  againc  intreate  (ture 

To  know  of  you  the  ground  and  caufe  of  your  difiempera- 

(jil.  My  lord,  your  mother  craucs  tofpealce  with  you. 

Ham.  We  {hall  obey,  were  (he  ten  times  our  mother. 

%j>f.  But  my  good  Lord, (hall  I intreate  thus  much? 

Ham.  I pray  will  you  play  vpon  this  pipe? 

^eff.  Ala  s my  lord  I cannot. 

Ham . Pray  will  you. 

GiL  I hauc  no  skill  my  Lord. 

Ham.  why  looke,  it  is  a thing  of  nothing, 

T’is  but  topping  ofthefe  holes. 

And  with  a little  breath  from  your  lips, 

It  will  giue  mo(l  delicate  mufick. 

Gil.  But  this  can  not  wee  do  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Pray  now,  pray  hartily,  I befeech  you. 

Res.  My  lord  wee  cannot.  (me? 

Ham.  Why  how  vnworthyathing  would  you  make  of 

You 
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You  would  (eerne  to  know  my  (lops,  you  would  play  vpon 
You  would  fearch  the  very  inward  part  of  my  hart,  mce, 

And  diucinto  the  fecrectof my  foule. 

Zownds  do  you  thkike  lam  eaficr  to  be  pla’yd 
On,  then  a pipe  ? call  race  what  Inftrument 
You  will,  though  you  canfrett  mee,  yet  vou  can  not 
Play  vpon  mee,  bcfidcs,to  be  demanded  by  a fpunge. 

Rof.  How  a fpunge  my  Lord? 

Ham.  I fir, a fpunge,  that  fokes  vp  the  kings 
Countenance,  fauours,  and  rewardes.,  that  makes 
His  liberalise  your  ftore  houfe  : but  fuch  as  you. 

Do  the  king, in  the  cnd,beft  feruifej 

For  hee  doth  keep  you  as  an  Ape  doth  nuttes. 

In  the  comer  of  his  law,  firft  mouthes  you. 

Then  fwallowes  you : fo  when  hee  hath  need 
Of  you,  f is  but  fqueefing  of you. 

And  fpunge, you  ftiail  be  dtv  againe,  you  (hall. 

%of.  Wei  my  Lord  weelc  take  our  leaue. 

Ham  Farewell, farewell,  God  blcffeyou. 

Exit  RoflcncraftandgilAerflone, 

Enter  Coramhis 

Cot . My  lord,  the  Queenc  would  (peake  with  you. 

Ham.  Do  you  fee  yonder  clowd  in  the  fliapc  of  a camcfl* 
Cor . Tls  like  a camcll  m deed. 

Ham.  Now  me  thinkes  its  like  a wcafcl. 

T *is  back’t  like  a wcafdl. 

Ham.  Or  like  a whale. 

Or.  V cry  like  a whale.  exit  Coram. 

Ham.  Why  then  tell  my  mother  i’le  come  by  and  by. 
Good  night  Horatio. 

Her.  Good  night  vnto  your  Lordlhip.  exit  Horatio. 

Ham . My  mother  (he  hath  fent  to  (peake  with  me: 

O God,  letne’re  the  heart  of  Nero  enter 
This  foft  bofomc. 
tet  me  be  cruell,  not  vnnaturall. 
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I will  fpcake  daggers,  thofe  fharpe  wordes  being  fpent, 

To  doe  her  wrong  my  foulc  (hall  ne’re  confent.  exit. 

Enter  the  King. 

King  O that  this  wet  that  fidlcs  vpon  my  face 
Would  wafh  the  crime  deerefrom  my  confidence! 

When  1 lookc  vp  to  heauen,l  fee  my  trefpafle. 

The  earth  doth  (toll  cric  out  vpon  my  faft, 

Pay  me  the  murder  of  a brother  and  a king, 

And  the  adulterous  fault  I hauc  committed: 

0 thefe  are  ftnnes  that  arc  vnpardonable: 

W hy  fay  thy  finnes  were  blacker  then  is  ieat, 

Y ct  may  contrition  make  them  as  white  as  fhowc: 

1 but  (till  to  perfeuer  in  a finne. 

It  is  an  a Ol  gainft  the  vniuerfall  power, 

Moft  wretched  man, ftoope, bend  thee  to  thy  prayer, 

Aske  grace  of  hcauen  to  keepe  theefrom  dcfpairc. 

hee  kveeles.  enters  HdmUt 

H*m.  I fo,  come  forth  and  worke  thy  lad. 

And  thus  hee  dies : and  fo  am  I reuenged: 

No, not  fo:  he  tooke  my  father  fleeping,hts  fins  brim  full, 
And  how  his  foulc  ftoode  to  the  ftatc  ot heauen 
Who  knowes.faue  the  immortall  powres, 

And  (hall  I kill  him  now. 

When  he  is  purging  of  his  foule? 

Making  his  way  forheauen^this  is  a benefit, 

And  not  reuengemo,  get  thee  vpagen,  (drunk e, 

W hen  hee’s  at  game  fwaring,  taking  his  carowfe,  drinking 
Or  in  the  inceftuous  pleafiire  of  his  bed. 

Or  at  fomc  a&  that  hath  no  rclifh 
Of  faluation  in’r,  then  trip  him 
That  his  heelesmay  kicke  at  heauen. 

And  fall  as  lowe  as  hel : my  mother  ft  ayes, 

T his  phificke  but  prolongs  thy  weary  dayes.  exit  H*m. 
King  My  wordes  fly  vp,my  finnes  remame  below. 

No 


Prince  ofDenmtrke. 

No  Kingon  earth  is  fafe,  if  Gods  his  foe.  exit  King. 

Enter  Quetne  and  Cor  ambit . 

Cor . Madame,!  heare  yong  Hamlet  comming, 

1’lc fhrowdc  my  felfe  behindc  the  Arras.  exit  £or. 

£>ncenc  Do fo  my.  Lord. 

Hem.  Mother,mother,  O are  you  here? 

How  i'ft  with  you  mother? 
gjicene  How  i’ft  with  you? 

Hem,  He  tell  you,  butfirft  weele  make  all  fafe. 

Quctne  Hamlet,  thou  haft  thy  father  much  offended. 
Ham.  Mother,  you  hauc  my  father  much  offended. 
£>Meene  How  now  boy? 

Ham.  How  now  mother!  come  hcrc,fit  downc,  for  you 
(hall  heare  mefpeake. 

gHeene  What  wilt  thou  doc?  thou  wilt  not  murder  me : 
'iclpehoe. 

Cor.  HelpefortheQueene. 

Hem.  I a Rat,dcadfor  a Duckat. 

Rafh  intruding  foole,  farewell, 

I tooke  thee  for  thy  better. 

Queen*  Hamlet, what  haft  thou  done? 

Ham.  Notfo  much  harmc,  good  mother, 

As  to  kill  a king, and  marry  with  his  brother. 

2ufcne  How!  kill  a king! 

Ham.  I a King-.nay  fit  you  downe,  and  ere  you  part, 

If you  be  made  of  penitrablc  ftuffe, 
l ie  make  your  eyes  looke  downc  into  your  heart. 

And  fee  how  horridc  there  and  btacke  it  (hews.  (words? 
Qneene  Hamlet , what  raeanft  thou  by  thefc  killing 
Hem.  Why  this  Imeane, fee  here,  behold  this  picture, 
It  is  the  portraiture,  of  your  dcceafcd  husband. 

See  here  a face,  to  outface  Mari  himfelfe, 

An  eye,  at  which  his  foes  did  tremble  at, 

A front  wherin  all  vertues  are  (et  downe 
For  to  adome  a king,  and  guild  his  crowne, 

Whofc  heart  went  hand  in  hand  eucn  with  that  vow, 
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He  made  to  you  in  marriage, and  he  is  dead. 

Murdred,  damnably  mu  rdied,  this  was  your  husband, 
Looke  you  now,  here  is  your  husband, 

With  a face  like  Vnlcan . 

A looke  fit  for  a murder  and  a rape, 

A dull  dead  hanging  looke,  and  a hell -bred  eic, 

T o affright  children  and  amaze  the  world: 

And  this  fame  hauc  you  left  to  change  with  this. 

What  Dwell  thus  hath  cofoncd  you  at  hob-man  blindc? 

A!  hauc  you  eyes  and  can  you  looke  on  him 
That  flew  my  father,  and  your  dccre  husband. 

To  liue  in  the  inceftuous  pleafurcof  his  bed? 

Ghutne  O Hamlet,  (pcake  no  more. 

Ham.  T o leauc  him  tnat  bare  a Monarkcs  minde. 

For  a king  ofclowts,  of  very  (breads. 

Queene  Sweete  Hamlet  ceafe. 

Ham.  Nay  but  (fill  to  perfift  and  dwellinflnne, 
Tofweate  vnder  the  yoke  ofinfamie, 

T o make  increafe  of  (hame,  to  fcale  damnation. 

£ue<nt  Hamlet,  no  more. 

Ham.  Why  appetite  with  you  is  in  thewnine, 

Your  blood  runnes  backeward  now  from  whence  it  came. 
Whole  chide  hote  blood  within  a Virgins  heart, 

When  luft  (hall  dwell  within  a matrons  breaft? 

Jjtuecne  Hamlet,thou  cleaues  my  heart  in  twaine. 

Ham.  O throw  away  the  worfer  part  of  it, and  keepe  the 
better. 

Enter  the  ghost  in  hit  night  goronc. 

Saueme,fatie  me, you  gratious 
Powers  aboue,and  houerouermee, 

With  your  ccleftiall  wings. 

Doc  you  not  come  your  tardy  fonne  to  chide, 

That  I thus  long  haue  let  rcuengc  flippe  by? 

O do  not  glare  with  lookes  fo  pittifull/ 

Left  that  ray  heart  of  ftone  yceldc  to  companion, 


Prince  of Denmark*. 

And  euerypart  that  fhould  affift  reuenge, 

Forgoc  their  proper  powers,  and  fall  to  pi  tty. 

Ghcft  Hamlet,!  onccagaineappcare  to  thee. 

To  put  thee  in  remembrance  ofmy  death: 

Doe  not  negle<5t,nor  longtime  put  it  off. 

But  I perceiue  by  thy  diftra&ed  lookes. 

Thy  mother’s  fcarefull,  and  fhe  (lands  amazder 
Speake  to  her  Hamlet,  for  her  (ex  is  weake, 

Comfort  thy  mother,  Hamlet,  thinkc  on  me. 

Ham.  How  i’ft  with  you  Lady? 

Qneene  Nay,  how  l’U  with  you 
That  thus  you  bend  your  eyes  on  vacancie, 

And  holde  difeourfe  with  nothing  but  with  ayre? 

Ham.  Why  doeyou  nothing  hearc? 

Queettc  Not  I. 

Ham.  Nor  doe  you  nothing  fee? 

Queen*  No  neither.  (habite 

Ham.  No,  why  fee  the  king  my  father,  my  father*  in  the 
Af  he  Iiued,  lookc  you  how  pale  he  lookes, 

See  how  he  ftcalci  away  out  of  the  Portall, 

Looke,  there  he  goes.  exit  £h  eft. 

Queen*  Alas,  it  is  the  weakenefie  ofthy  braine, 

Which  makes  thy  tongue  to  blazon  thy  hearts  griefe* 

But  as  I hauea  foule,Ifwcare  by  heauen, 

1 neuer  knewofthis  moft  horridemurdcr: 

But  Hamlet,  this  is  onely  fantafic, 

And  for  my  louc  forget  thefc  idle  fits. 

Ham.  Idle,  no  mother,  my  pulfe  doth  bcatclike yourj, 

It  is  not  madnefle  that  pofTefTcth  Hamlet. 

O mother,  rfeueryou  did  my  dcare  father  loue, 

Forbeare  the  adulterous  bed  to  nighty 
And  win  your  felfe  by  little  as  you  may. 

In  time  it  maybeyouwillothehim  quite: 

Andmother,  butafliftmee  in  reuenge, 

And  in  his  death  your  infamy  fhall  die. 

Qucctte  f/W//,Ivowbythatmaiefty, 
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That  knowes  our  thought*,  and  Iookes  into  our  hearts, 

I will  conceale,confcnt,and  doe  my  beft. 

What  ftratagemfoeYe  thou  (halt  deuife. 

Ham.  It  is  enough,  mother  good  night: 

Come  fir,  Flcprouide  for  you  a graue, 

Who  was  in  litc  a foolifh  prating  knaue. 

Exit  Hamlet  mth  the  Head  body. 

Enter  the  King  and  Lories . 

King  Now  Gcrtred,  whatfayes  our  Tonne, how  doe  you 
finde  him? 

Queene  Alas  my  lord,  as  raging  as  the  Tea: 

Whenas  he  came,  I firft  bcfpake  him  fiaire. 

But  then  he  thro  wes  and  toUes  me  about, 

As  one  forgetting  that  I was  his  mother: 

At  laft  I calfd  for  help  : and  as  I aicdforambij 
Call'd,  which  Hamlet  no  fooner  hcard,buf  whipsme 
Out  his  rapier, and  cries,a  Rat,a  Rat,  and  in  his  rage 
The  good olde  man  he  killes. 

King  Why  this  his  madnede  will  vndoe  our  ftate. 
Lordes  goe  to  him,  inquire  the  body  out. 

Gil.  We  will  my  Lord.  Exeunt  Lordes . 

King  Gertrcd,  your  fonne (hall  prcfcntly  to  England, 
His  (hipping  is  already  fomifhed, 

And  we  haue  fent  by  Rofencrafi  and  Gilderftone, 

Our  letters  to  our  dcare  brother  ofEngland, 

For  Hamlets  welfare  and  his  happinefle: 

Happly  theaireand  climate  ofthc  Country 
May  pleafe  him  better  than  his  natiuc  home: 

See  wnere  he  comes. 

Enter  Hamlet  and  the  Lordes . 

Gil  My  lord , we  can  by  no  mcanes 
Know  ofhim  where  the  body  is. 

King  Now  fonne  Hamlet,  where  is  this  dead  body? 

Ham . Atfupper,notwhcreheiscatmg,but 


Where 


Prince  of  Denmarke . 

Where  he  is  eaten,  a certaine  company  of  politicise  worme* 
are  eucn  now  at  him. 

Father, you  rfattc  King,and  your  Ieanc  Beggar 
Are  but  variable  (eruices,  two  difhes  to  one  meffe: 

Looke  you,  a man  may  fifh  with  that  worme 
That  hath  eaten  ofa  King, 

And  a Beggar  cate  that  fifh. 

Which  that  worme  hath  caught. 

King  What  of  this? 

Ham.  Nothingfather,  but  to  tell  you, how  a King 
May  go  a progrefle  through  the  guttes  ofa  Beggar. 

King  But  (onne  Hamlet,  where  is  this  body? 

Ham.  1 n heau  n,if  you  chance  to  mifle  him  there. 
Father,  you  had  bed  looke  in  the  other  partes  below 
For  him,  aud  ifyou  cannot  finde  him  there, 

You  may  chance  to  nofe  him  as  you  go  vp  the  lobby. 

King  Make  hafte  and  finde  him  out. 

Ham.-  Nay  doc  you  hearc?  do  not  make  too  much  hade, 
Tie  warrant  you  heelc  flay  till  you  come. 

King  Well  (onne  Hamlet,  we  in  care  ofyou ;but  fpecially 
in  tender  preferuation  of  your  health, 

The  which  we  price  eucn  as  our  proper  felfe, 

It  is  our  mindeyouforthwith  goefor  England, 

The  windefitsfaire,  you  fhall  aboorde  to  night. 

Lord  7 \ojfencraft  and  Gilder  stone  (hall  goe  along  with  you. 
Ham.  O with  all  my  heartrfarewel  mother. 

King  Yourlouingfather^^m/^/. 

Ham.  My  mother  1 fay : you  married  ray  mother, 

My  mother  is  your  wife,  man  and  wife  is  onefledi. 

And  fo(my  mother)farewcl:forEngland  hoc. 
exeunt  all  tut  the  king, 
king  Gertred,leauemc, 

And  take  your  leaue  of  Hamlet, 

T o England  is  he  gone,  neVe  to  returnc: 

Our  Letters  arc  vnto  the  King  of  England, 

That  on  the  fight  of  them, on  his  allcgeance, 

He 
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He  prcfcntly  without  demaunding  why. 

That  Hamlet  loofc  his  head, for  he  muft  die. 

There’s  more  in  him  than  (hallow  eyes  can  (ce; 

He  once  being  dead,  why  then  our  ftate  is  free.  exit. 

Enter  Fortenbrafe,  Drumme  and  Souldiers . 


Fort.  Captaine,fromvsgoegreete 
The  king  of  Denmarke; 

Tell  him  that  FcrtenbraJJe  nephew  to  old  Norway, 

Craucs  a free  palTe  and  condu& oiter  his  land, 

According  to  the  Articles  agreed  on: 

You  know  our  Randevous,goc  march  away,  exeunt  alt. 


enter  King  and  gueene. 


King  Hamlet  is  fhip't  for  England, (are him  well, 
I hope  to  hcare  good  newesfrom  thence  cre  long, 
Ifcuery  thingfaff  out  to  our  content. 

As  I doc  make  no  doubt  butfo  it  (hall. 


Qucene  God  grant  it  may;heau’n$  keep  my  Hamlet  fife; 
But  this  mifchancc  ofoldc  Cor  ambit  death. 

Hath  pietfedib  theyong  Ofeliaesheoxi, 

That  me,  poorc  raaide,  is  quite  bereft  her  wittes. 

King  Alas  decre  heart!  And  on  the  other  fide, 

Wc  vndcrftand  her  brother’s  comefrom  France , 

And  he  hath  halfr  the  heart  ofall  our  Land, 

And  hardly  hee’Ie  forget  hisfathers  death, 

V nlefle  by  fome  mcanes  he  be  pacified. 

O fee  where  the  yongcy*///n$! 


Enter  Ofcfia  flaying  on  a Lute , and  herb  afre 
downefinging. 

Ofelia  How/houldlyourtiucloueknow 
From  another  man? 

By  hiKocklc  hatte,  and  his  ftaffe, 


And 


Prince  of  Denmark*, 

And  his  fandall  fhcone. 

White  his  fhrowde  asmountainefnowe, 

Larded  withfweetc  flowers, 

That  beweptto  the  graue  did  not  goe 
With  true  louers  thowers: 

He  is  dead  and  gone  Lady,heisdcad  and  gone, 

At  his  head  a grade  greenc  turffc, 

At  hishcclcsa  ftone. 

kin/  How  i’ft  with  you  fwcete  Ofe/ia t 
Ofc/ia  W cl!  God  yceld  you, 

It  grieues  me  to  fee  how  they  laid  him  in  the  cold  ground, 
1 could  not  chufc  but  weepe: 

And  will  he  not  come  againc? 

And  will  he  not  come  againe? 

No,no,hee’sgone,  and  we  caft  away  mone, 

And  he  ncuer  will  come  againe. 

His  beard  as  white  as  fnowc: 

All  flaxen  was  his  pole, 

He  is  dead,  he  is  gone. 

And  we  caft  away  moaner 
God  a mercy  on  his  foul  e. 

And  ofall  chi  iften  Joules  I pray  God- 
God  be  with  you  Ladies, God  be  with  you.  exit  Ofclia- 
king  A pretty  wretch!  this  is  a change  indeede: 

O Time,  how  fwiftly  vunnes  our  ioyes  away? 

Content  on  earth  was  ncuer  ccrtaine  bre<J, 

T o day  we  laugh  and  liue,  to  morrow  dead. 

How  now,  what  noyfc  is  that? 

ts4  noyfc  vrithin . enter  Learies. 

Lear.  Stay  there  vntill  I come, 

O thou  vildc  king^iue  me  my  father: 

Spcake,{ay,  whcrcs  myfathcr? 
king  Dead. 

Lear.  Who  hath  murdred  him>fpcalce,  i 1c  not 
Be  juggled  with,  for  he  is  murdred. 

Qncenc  T rue,bu t no t by  him. 
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Lear.  Bywhome,  by  heau’n  lie  be  refolued. 

king  Let  him  gozGcrtrcd,awvj,  I fearc  him  not, 

There’s  fuch  diuinitiedoth  walla  king, 

That  treafon  dares  not  lookeon. 

Let  him  goc  Cjertred , that  your  father  is  murdred, 

T ’is  true,  and  wc  mod  Tory  for  it, 

Being  the  chicfeft  piller  of  our  date: 

Therefore  will  you  like  a moddefperate  gamder, 

Swoop- dake -like, draw  at  friend,  and  foe,and  all? 

Liar . To  his  good  friends  thus  wide  lie  ope  mine  arms. 
And  locke  them  in  my  hart,butto  his  foes, 

I will  no  reconcilement  but  by  bloud. 

king  Why  now  you  fpeake  like  a mod  louing  Tonnes 
A nd  that  in  (bulc  we  forrow  for  for  his  death. 

Your  fclfc  ere  long  {hall  be  a witnedc, 

Meanc  while  be  patient,  and  content  your  felfe. 

Enter  Ofelia  at  before. 

Lear.  Who’s  tWis,0fe/i4?  O my  deerefider! 

I'd  poffible  ayong  maides  life. 

Should  be  as  movtall  as  an  olde  mans  (awe? 

O heau’ns  themfelues!  how  now  Ofelia? 

Ofei  Wei  God  a mercy,  I a bin  gathering  of  floures: 
He  re, here  is  rew  for  ycu, 

Y ou  may  call  it  hcarb  a grace  a Sundayes, 

H cere’s  Tome  for  me  too : you  mud  weare  your  rew 
With  a difference,  there’s  a dazie. 

Here  Loue,  there’s  rofemary  for  you 
For  remembrance : I pray  Loue  remember, 

And  there’s  panfeyfor  thoughts. 

Lear.  A document  in  madnes,  thoughts, remembrance: 
OGod,0  God! 

Ofelia  There  isfenncllfor  you,T  would  a giu’n  you 
So  me  violets,  but  they  all  withered,  when 
My  father  died:  alas,  they  fay  fheowle  was 
A Bakers  daughter,  we  fee  what  wc  arc, 

But  can  not  tell  what  we  {hall  be. 


For 


Prince  ofD  tnmtrke. 

For  bonny  fweete  Robin  is  all  my  ioy. 

Lcat.  Thoughts  & torments  vvorfe  than  hell. 

Of  el.  Nay  Louc,I  pray  you  make  no  words  of  this  now; 
I pray  now,  you  (hall  fing  a downe, 

And  you  a downe  a,  fis  a the  Kings  daughter 
And  thefalfe  Reward, and  if  any  body 
Askc  you  of  any  thing,  fay  you  this. 

To  morrow  is  faint  Valentines  day, 

All  in  the  morning  betime. 

And  a raaide  atyour  window, 

To  be  your  Valentine: 

Theyong  man  rofe,  and  dan’d  his  clothes, 

And  dupt  the  chamber  doore, 

Let  in  the  maide,  that  out  a maide 
Neuer  departed  more. 

Nay  Ipray  marke  now, 

By  gific,and  by  faint  Charitie, 

A way, and  fie  for  fhame: 

Yong men  wiildoo  t when  they  come  too  t: 

By  cockc  they  arc  too  blame. 

Quoth  file,  before  you  tumbled  me. 

You  promifed  me  to  wed. 

So  would  la  done, by  yonder  Sunne, 

If  thou  hadftnot  come  to  my  bed. 

So  God  be  with  you  all,  God  bwy  Ladies. 

God  b wy  you  Loue.  exit  OfeRn. 

Lear.  Gricfc  vpon  gricfc,  my  father  murdered. 

My  fitter  thus  diftra£lcd: 

Curfed  be  his  foule  that  wrought  this  wicked  a&. 

kmg  Content  you  good  Leartcsfor  a time. 

Although  I know  yourgriefeis  asafloud, 

Brimmcfull  offorrow,but  forbeare  a while, 

And  thinke  already  the  reuengc  is  done 
On  him  that  makes  you  fuch  a haplefie  fonne. 

Lear.  You  haue  preuaifdmy  Lord,  a while  Tic  ftriue, 

T o bury  griefe  within  a tombe  of  wrath, 
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Which  once  vnhearfed,  then  the  world  (hall  hcare 
Lcartes  had  a father  he  held  dccrc. 

kino  No  more  of  that,  ere  many  dayes  be  done, 

You  mall  hcarc  that  you  do  not  dreamc  vpon.  exeunt  om. 

Enter  Horatio  and  the  fgueene. 

Hor.  Madame,  your  fonne  i % fafe  arriv’dc  in  Denmark*, 
This  letter  I cucn  now  receiv’d  of  him, 

Whereas  he  writes  how  he  cfcap’t  the  danger, 

And  fubtle  treafon  that  the  king  had  plotted. 

Being  crofted  by  the  contention  of  the  windcs, 

He  found  the  Packet  fent  to  the  king  of  England, 

Wherein  he  favr  himfelfe  betray’d  to  death. 

As  at  his  next  conuerlion  with  your  grace. 

He  will  relate  the  circumftance  at  full. 

Quecnc  T hen  I perceiuc  there’s  treafon  in  his  lookes 
That  feem'd  to  fugar  o re  his  villanie: 

But  I will  foothe  and  pleafehim  for  a time, 

For  murderous  mindes  arealwayes  jealous. 

But  know  not  you  Horatio  wheve  he  is? 

Hor . Y cs  Madame,and  he  hath  appoynted  me 
T o meete  him  on  the  caftfide  of  the  dittie 
To  morrow  morning. 

Queenc  O failc  not,  good  Horatio,  and  withal!,  com- 
A mothers  care  to  him,  bid  him  a while  {’mend  me 

Be  wary  of  his  prefence,  left  that  he 
Failc  in  that  he  goes  about. 

Hor.  Madam,  ncuer  make  doubt  of  that: 

I thinke  by  this  the  news  be  come  to  court: 

He  is  arriv’de,  obferue  the  kitig,and  you  (hall 
QuicbelyfindcjHamlet  being  here, 

T hings  fell  not  to  his  minde. 

£hieene  But  what  became  of Gilder  If  me  and  Roffencraftl 
Hor.  He  being  fetafhore,  they  went  for  England, 

And  in  the  Packet  there  writ  down  that  doome 
To  be  perform’d  on  them  poynted  for  him: 

And  by  great  chance  he  had  his  fathers  Scale, 

So 
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So  all  was  done  without  difcoucrie. 

y\  f Sneene  Thankes  be  to  heauen  for  blcfling  ofthe  prince, 

Horatio  once  againc  I take  rrsy  leaue, 

With  thowfand  mothers  blcffings  to  myfonne. 

Herat.  Madam  adue. 

'Enter  Kmgand Leartes. 

King.  Hamlet  from  England!  is  it  poffible? 

What  chance  is  this?  they  are  gone, and  he  come  home. 

Lear.  O he  is  welcome,  by  my  foule  he  is: 

At  it  my  iocund  heart  doth  leape  for  ioy, 

That  1 (hall  liue  to  tell  him,  thus  he  dies. 

king  Leartes,  content  your  felfe,be  rulde  by  me. 

And  you  (hall  hauenolet  for  your  reuenge. 

Lear.  My  will,  notal!  the  world. 

King  Nay  but  Leartes, marke  the  plot  I hauelayde, 

I haue ncard  him  often  with  a greedy  wilh, 

V pon  fome  praife  that  he  hath  heard  of  you 
T ouchingy  our  weapon,  which  with  all  his  heart. 

He  might  be  once  tasked  for  to  try  your  cunning. 

Lea.  And  how  for  this? 

King  Mary  Leartes  thus  i He  lay  a wager, 

Shalbe  on  Hamlets  fide,  and  you  fhall  giue  the  oddcJ, 

The  which  will  draw  him  with  a more  defire. 

To  try  the  maidry,  that  in  tweluevenies 
You  gaine  not  three  of  him  : now  this  being  granted, 

When  you  are  hot  in  raidft  of  all  your  play, 
Amonethefoylesfiialla  kerne  rapier  lie. 

Steeped  in  a mixture  of  deadly  poyfbn, 

Thatifitdrawcs  but  the  lead  dramme  of  blood. 

In  any  part  of  him, he  cannot  liue: 

This  being;  done  will  free  youfrom  fufpition, 

And  not  the  decrcft  friend  that  Hamlet  lov’de 
Will  euer  haue  Leartes  infufpeft, 

Lear.  My  lord,  I like  it  well: 

But  fay  lord  Hamlet  fhould  refufe  this  match. 

King  Tic  warrant  you,wcc  lcputonyou 
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Such  a report  of  fingularitie. 

Will  bring  him  on  although  agaitift  his  will. 

And  left  that  all  fhould  mifte, 

I’le  hauc  a potion  that  (hall  ready  ftand. 

In  all  his  heate  when  that  he  calles  for  dvinke. 

Shall  be  his  period  and  our  happineftc. 

Lear.  T is  excellent,  O would  the  time  were  come! 
Here  come  J the  Quccne.  enter  the  Queene. 

king  How  now  Gcttrcd,why  lookc  you  heauily? 

£ ueene  O my  Lord,  the  yong  Ofelia 
Hauing  made  a garland  offundry  fortes  of  flourcs, 

Sitting  vp  on  a willow  by  a brookc, 

The  enuiousfprijg  broke,  into  the  brookc  fliefell, 

Andfor  a while  her  dothesipread  widcabroade, 

Bore  the  yong  Lady  vprand  there  fhe&tefmiling, 

Enen  Mcrmaide-Iike,  twixt  heauen  and  earth, 

Chaunting  oldefundry  tunes  vncapablc 
AsitwcreofherdiftrefTe,  but  longit  could  not  be. 

Till  that  her  clothes,  being  heauy  with  their  drinke, 
Dragg’d  the  fwccte  wretch  to  death. 

Lear.  So,ftie  is  drownde: 

T oo  much  of  water  haft  thou  Ofelia , 

Therefore  I will  not  drownc  thee  in  my  teares, 

Reuengc  it  is  muft  yeeld  this  heart  releefe. 

For  woe  begets  woe^nd  griefe  hangs  on  griefe.  exeunt, 
enter  Clowne  and  an  other. 

Clorone  I (ay  no,  fhc  ought  not  to  be  buried 
In  chriftian  buriall. 

2.  Why  fid 

Clorvne  Mary  becaufe  ftrec’s  drownd. 

2.  Butfhedidnotdrowneherfelfe. 

Clowne  No,  that's  certaine,the  water  drown'd  her. 

2.  Y ea  but  it  was againft  her  will. 

Clovene  No,  I deny  fhat,forlookeyoufir,  I ftand  here, 
If  the  water  come  to  me,  I dro  wne  not  my  felfc: 

But  if  I goeto  the  water,  and  am  there  drown’d, 

Ergo 
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Ergo  I am  guiltie  of  my  owne  death: 

Yare  gone,  goe  y are  gone  fir. 

2*  I but  fee,Qie  hath  chriftian  buriall, 

Becaufeflieis  a great  woman. 

Clowns  Mary  more  s the  pitty,  that  great  fotke 
Should  haue  more  authorise  to  hang  or  drowne 
Themfclues,  more  than  other  people: 

Goe  fetch  me  aftope  of  drinke,  but  before  thou 
Goeft.  tell  me  one  thing,  who  buildes  ftrongeft, 

Ofa  Mafon,  a Shipwright,  ora  Carpenter? 

2,  Why  a Mafon,  for  he  buildes  all  of  done, 

And  willindure  long. 

Clowns  That's  prety,  too’t  agen,  too’t  agen. 

2 . Why  then  a Carpenter,  for  he  buildes  the  gallowcs. 
And  that  brings  many  a one  to  his  long  home. 

Clownt  Prety  agen,  the  gallowcs  doth  well,mary  howe 
dooesitwell  ? the  gallowes  doocs  well  to  them  that  doe  ill, 
goe  get  thee  gone: 

And  if  any  one  aske  thee  hcrcaftcr,(ay, 

A Graue-makcr,for  the  houfes  he  buildes 

Laft  till  Dooracf-day.  Fetch  me  a ftopeof  bcere,goe. 

Enter  Hamlet  and  Horatio. 

Clowite  Apicke-axeandafpadc, 

A fpadefor  and  a winding  fheetc, 

Moft  fit  itis,for  twill  be  made,  bethrnvesvp  afhchel. 
For  fuch  a gheft  moft  meete. 

Ham . Hath  this  fcllo  w any  feeling  of  himfelfe. 

That  is  thus  merry  in  making  ofa  grauc? 

Sec  how  the  flauc  joles  their  heads  againft  the  earth. 

Hot.  My  lord,  Cuftome  hath  made  it  in  him  feeme  no* 
Clownt  Apick-axeandafpadc,afpadc,  (thing. 

For  and  a winding  fhcete, 

M oft  fi t it  i s for  to  be  made, 

For  fuch  a gheft  moft  meet. 

Ham.  Lookc  you,  there's  another  Horatio , 

Why 
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Why  ma’ftnotbe  thefcull  of  force  Lawyer? 

Me  thinkes  he  {hould  indite  that  fellow 

Ofan  attion  of  Battcrie,for  knocking 

Him  about  thepate  withsfhouehnow  where  isyour 

Quirkes  and  quillets  no  w, your  vouchers  and 

Double  vouchers, your  leafcs  and  free-holde. 

And  tenements?  why  that  fame  boxc  there  will  fcarfe 
Holdc  the  conueiance  ofhis  land, and  muft 
The  honor  lie  there?  O pittifulltransformancc! 

Iprcthec  tell  me  Horatio, 

Is  parchment  made  of  (beep-  skinnes? 

Her . I my  Lordc^and  of  calues*  skinnes  too. 

Ham.  Ifaith  they  proouc  themfelues  (heepe  and  calues 
That  deale  with  them,or  put  their  truft  in  them. 

There’s  another, why  may  not  that  be  fuch  a ones 
Scull,  that  praifed  my  Lord  fuch  aoneshorfc. 

When  he  meant  to  beg  him?  Horatio , 1 prethee 
Lets  queftion  yonder  fellow. 

Now  my  friend,  whofc  grauc  is  this? 

Qovtve  Mine  fir. 

Ham.  But  who  muft  lie  in  it?  (fir* 

Q.ovtnt  If  I (hould  (ay, I (hould,  I (hould  lie  in  my  throat 

Ham . Whatman  muft  be  buried  here? 

Qlowne  No  man  fir. 

Ham.  What  woman? 

Clcvme.  No  wo  man  neither  fir, but  indeede 
O ne  that  was  a woman. 

Ham.  An  excellent  fellow  by  the  Lord  Horatio, 

T his  feauen  y cares  haue  I noted  it : the  toe  of  the  pefant. 
Comes  fo  neere  the  hccle  of  the  courtier. 

That  hee  gawlcs  his  kibejprcthce  tell  mce  one  thing, 
How  long  will  a man  he  in  the  ground  before  hcc  rots? 

Clown*  1 faith  fir,  if  Hcc  be  not  rotten  before 
He  be  laide  in,  as  we  haue  many  pocky  corfcs. 

He  will  laft  you,  eight  ycarcs,  a tanner 
Will  laft  you  eight  yeares  full  out,  or  nine. 
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Ham.  And  why  a tanner? 

Clowne  W hy  his  hide  is  fo  tanned  with  his  trade. 

That  it  will  holde  out  water,  that  s a parlous 
Dctiourer  of  your  dead  body,  a great  foaker. 

Lookc  you,  heres  a fcull  hath  bin  here  this  dozen  ycare. 
Let  me  fee,  I cucr  fincc  our  laft  king  Hamlet 
Slew  Fortcnbrajfe in  combat, yong  HamUtsi ather, 

Hec  that’ s mad. 

Ham . I maty, how  eamehemadde? 

Clowne  Ifaith  very  ftrangely,  by  loofing  of  his  witfes. 
Ham.\ pon  what  ground? 

Clowne  A this  ground,  in  Denmarfy. 

Ham.  Where  is  he  now? 

Clowne  Why  now  they  fent  him  to  England. 

Ham.  T o England!  wherefore? 

Clowne  Why  they  fay  he  final!  hauc  his  wittes  there, 

Or  if  he  haue  not,t’is  no  great  matter  there. 

It  will  not  be  feene  there. 

Ham.  Why  not  there? 

Clowne  Why  there  they  fay  the  men  arc  as  mad  as  he. 
Ham.  Whofefcull  was  this? 

Clowne  This, a plague  on  him,a  maddc  rogues  it  was, 

H e po  wred  once  a whole  flagon  of  Rhenifo  of  my  head, 
Why  do  not  you  know  him?  this  was  one  Yorickoi  fcull. 

Ham.  Was  this?!  prethee  let  me  fee  it,alas  pool  e Yorickc 
I knew  him  Horatio, 

A fellow  of  infinite  mirth,  he  hathcaricd  mcc  twenty  times 
Vpon  his  backe,  here  hung  thofe  lippes  that  I hauc  Kided  a 
hundred  times, and  to  fee,  now  they  abhorre  me  : Whcrcs 
your  iefls  now  Ycrickc  t your  flafhej  of  meriraent : now  go 
to  ray  Ladies  chamber , and  bid  her  paint  her  felfe  an  inch 
thicke , to  this  foe  muft  come  TorUke.  Horatio , I prethee 
tell  me  one  thing,  doofl  thou  thinkc  that  Alexander  looked 
thus? 

Hor.  Eucn foray  Lord. 

Ham.  And  findt  thus? 

Hor . 
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Hot.  I my  lord,  no  otherwife. 

Ham.  No, why  might  not  imagination  worke,  as  thus  of 
Alexander y Alexander  oied,  Alexander  was  buried,  Alexander 
became  earth,  of  earth  we  make  clay,  and  Alexander  being 
but  clay,  why  might  not  time  bring  to  paflfe,that  he  might 
ftoppe  the  boungnole  ofa  bcere  barrcll? 

Imperious  Cafar  dead  and  turnd  to  clay. 

Might  ftoppe  a hole,  to  kcepe  the  windc  away. 

"Enter  King  and  'fteene , Lcartes , and  other  lories > 
wit  h a cPrie£f  after  the  coffin. 

Ham.  W hat fune rail  s this  that  all  the  Court  laments? 

It  (hews  to  be  fomc  noble  parentage: 

Stand  by  a while. 

Lear.  What  ceremony  elfc?  fay, what  ceremony  clfc? 
cPrieft  My  Lord,  we  hauc  done  all  that  lies  in  vs. 

And  more  than  well  the  church  can  tolerate, 

She  hath  had  a D irge  fungfor  her  maiden  foulc: 

And  butforfauour  of  the  king, and  you, 

Shehadbecne  buried  in  the  opcnfieldcs, 

Where  now  ftie  is  allowed  chriftian  buriall. 

Lear.  So,  I tell  thee  churlifli  Pi  ieft,  a miniftring  Angell 
(hall  my  fifter  be,. when  thou  lieft  hoveling. 

Ham.  T he  fairc  Ofelia  dead ! 
guccne  Sweetcs  to  the  fwcete,  farewell: 

I had  thought  to  adorne  thy  bridale  bed,fairc  maide. 

And  not  to  follow  thee  vnto  thy  graue. 

Lear.  Forbcare  the  earth  a while:  fifter  farewell: 
heart  es  leaves  into  the  graue. 

Now  powre  your  earth  ow.Olympui  hie, 

And  make  a hill  to  ore  top  oldc  cPellon : Hamlet  leapes 

Whats  he  that  coniures  fo?  inafter  hcartes 

Ham . B eholde  tis  I,  Hamlet  the  Dane. 

Lear.  The  diucll  take  thy  foule. 

Ham.  O thou  praieft  not  well, 

I prethce  take  thy  handfrom  off  my  throafcc, 

For  there  is  fotnething  in  me  dangerous, 
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Which  let  thy  wifedome  fearc,  holde  off  thy  hand: 

I Iou’de  O folia  as  deere  as  twenty  brothers  could: 

Shew  me  what  thou  wilt  doe  for  her: 

Wilt  fight, wilt  fad,  wilt  pray, 

Wiltdrinkc  vp  veffels,eate  a crocadile?  He  doot: 

Corn’d  thou  here  to  whine? 

And  where  thou  talk’d  of  burying  thee  a line, 

Here  let  vs  dand : and  let  them  throw  on  vs, 

Whole  hills  of earth,  till  with  the  heighth  therof. 

Make  Oofellasa  Wart. 

King.  Forbeare  Learies,  now  is  hec  mad,  as  is  the  tea, 

A none  as  mildeand  gentle  as  aDouc: 

Thcrfoi  ea  while  giue  his  wilde  humour  fcope. 

Ham  What  15  the  reafon  fir  that  you  wrong  mee  thus? 

I ncucr  gauc  you  caufe : but  (land  away, 
ACatwilimeaw,aDog  willhauc  a day. 

Exit  Hamlet  and  Horatio. 

Quecne.  Alas,  it  is  his  madnes  makes  him  thus. 

And  not  his  heart,  Learies. 

King.  My  lord,  f is  fo : but  wee’Ie  no  longer  trifle. 

This  very  day  (hall  Hamlet  drinke  his  lad. 

For  picfently  we  meane  to  fend  to  him, 

Therfore  Leartes  bt  in  ready  nes. 

Lear.  My  lord,  till  then  my  (oule  will  not  bee  quiet. 
King.  Come  (jertred,  wee’I  haue  Leartes , and  our  fonna, 
Madefriends  and  Louers,  as  befittes  them  both, 

Eucn  as  they  tender  vs,  and  loue  their  cotmtric. 

eene  God  grant  they  may.  exeunt  omnet. 

tnter  Hamlet  and  Her  otic 
Ham.  beleeue  mee,  it  greeues  mec  much  Horatio, 

That  to  LeartesI  forgot  my  felfe : 

For  by  my  felfe  me  thinkes  I feele  his  griefe, 

Though  there’s  a difference  in  each  others  wrong. 

Enter  4 Hr  agar  t Cj  entlemaru 
Horatio ,but  markeyon  watcr-flie, 

The  Court  knowes  hira;but  hcc  kno  wes  not  the  Court 
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Gent . Now  God  faue  thec,fwecte  prince  Hamlet. 

Ham.  And  you  fir:foh,  how  themuske-cod  fmels! 

Gen.  1 come  with  an  embaflage  from  his  maiefty  to  you 

Hath.  I (hall  fir  giuc  you  attention: 

By  my  troth  me  thinkes  t is  very  coldc. 

Gent.  It  is  indeede  very  rawilh  colde. 

Ham.  T ’is  hot  me  thinkes. 

Gent . Very  fwoltcry  hote: 

The  King,  fweete  Prince-  hath  layd  a wager  on  your  fide, 
Six  Barbary  horfe,againft  fix  french  rapiers, 

With  all  their  acoutrements  too, a the  carriages: 

In  good  faith  they  arc  very  curioufiy  wrought. 

Ham.  The  cariages  fir,I  do  not  know'  what  you  mcanc. 

gent.  Thegirdles,  and  hangers  fir,  and  fiich  like. 

Ham.  The  worde  had  beene  more  cofin  german  to  the 
phrafc,if  he  could haue  carried  the  canon  by  his  fide. 

And  Howe’s  the  wager?  I vnderftand  you  now. 

Gent.  Mary  fir,  that  yongLeartesin  twelue  venies 
At  Rapier  and  Dagger  do  not  get  three  oddes  of  you. 

And  on  your  fide  the  King  hath  laide, 

And  defires  you  to  be  in  readinciTe. 

Ham.  Very  well,  if  the  King  dare  venture  his  wager, 

I dare  venture  my  skulhwhen  muft  thisbe? 

Gent.  My  Lord,  prefently,the  king,and  hermaiefiy, 
With  the  redof  the  bed  judgement  in  the  Court, 

Are  co aiming downctn to  the  outward  pallace. 

Ham.  Goe  tell  his  maiertie,  I wil  attend  him. 

gen t.  I (hall  deliuer  your  mod  fweet  anfwcr.  exit. 

Ham.  You  may  fir,  none  better.fory  ai  cfpiced, 

Elfc  he  had  a bad  nofe  could  not  fmell  a foole. 

Her.  He  will  difclofe  himfclfe  without  inquirie. 

Ham.  Belecue  me  Horatio9  my  hart  is  on  the  fodainc 
V cry  fore,  all  here  about. 

Hor.  My  lord  .forbearc  the  challenge  then. 

Ham.  No  Horatio , not  I . if  danger  be  now, 

Why  then  it  is  not  to  come,thercs  a predefliuate  prouidencc. 

in 
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in  the  fall  of  a fparrow  .*  heere  comes  the  King. 

£nter  King, Qyecrtc,  Leartes, Loreies. 

King  Now  fonne  Hamlet,  we  hane  laid  vpon your  head. 
And  make  no  cjueftionbutto  haucthebcft. 

Ham.  Your  maieftichath  laidea  the  weaker  fide. 

King  We  doubt  it  not,deliucr  them  the  foiled. 

Ham.  Firft  Leartes,  heere’s  my  hand  and  Ioue, 
Proteftingthat  I neuer  wrongd  Leartes. 

It  Hamlet  inhismadnefie  didamifle. 

That  was  not  Hamlet , but  his  madnes  did  it. 

And  all  the  wrong  I c’re  did  to  Leartes , 

I here  proclaime  was  madnes, therefore  lets  be  at  peace, 

And  tninke  1 hauc  (hot  mine  arrow  o're  the  houfe, 

And  hurt  my  brother. 

Lear . Sir  I am  (atisfied  in  nature, 

Butin  tevmes  of  honor  l'le  ftandaloofc. 

And  will  no  reconcilement, 

T ill  by  fome  elder  maifters  of  our  time 
1 may  be  (atisfied. 

King  Giuc  them  the  foylcs. 

Ham.  Tie  be  your  foyle  Leartes , thefe foylcs, 

Haucall  a laught,comc  on  fir : a hit. 

Lear . No  none.  Heere  thtjpUy. 

Ham.  Iudgement. 

Gent.  A hit,  a moft  palpable  hit. 

Lear.  W ell,  come  againe.  They pLyagme. 

Ham.  Another.  Iudgement. 

Lear . I,  I grant,  a tuch,  a tuch. 

King  Here  Hamlet, the  king  doth  drinke  a health  to  thee 

jQaeene  Here  Hamlet,t& c my  napkin, wipe  thy  face. 
King  Giue  him  the  wine. 

Ham.  Setitby,  Ilehaue  another  bo  wt  fir  ft. 

Tie  drinke  anonc. 

gueene  Here  Han  ' '*  herdrinkestothec. 


Kfng  Do  not  drink iGcrtred  : Ot  is  the  poyfned  cup? 


Ham. 


ThcTragedic  of  Hamlet 

Ham.  Leartes  come, you  dally  with  me, 

I pray  you  paffe  with  your  mod  cunningft  play. 

Lear . If  fay  you  fo?  haue  at  you, 
lie  hit  you  now  my  Lord: 

And  yet  it  goes  almoft  againft  my  confidence. 

Ham.  Come  on  fir. 

They  cat  eh  one  another s Rapiers,  and  both  are  wounded, 

Leartes  falles  downs,  the  ^neene falles  downe  and  dies. 

King  Looke  to  the  Queene. 

SI neene  O the  drinke,  the  drmkc,HW*/,the  drinkc. 

Ham.  Treafon,ho,keepe  the  gates. 

Lords  How  id  my  Lord  Lear  test 

Lear.  Euen  as  a coxcombe  (hould, 

Foolifhly  flainc  with  my  owne  weapon: 

Hamlet , thou  had  not  in  thee  halfe  an  houre  of  life, 

The  fatall  Inftrument  is  in  thy  hand. 

Vnbated  and  invenomed:  thy  mother’s  poyfncd 
That  drinke  wasmadefor  thee. 

Ham.  The  poyfned  Inftrument  within  my  hand? 
Then  ve  nome  to  thy  venome,die  damn’d  villainc: 

Come  drinke,  here  lies  thy  vnion  here.  The  kjng  dies, 

Lear . O he  is  iuftly  ferued: 

Hamlet . before  I die,  here  take  my  hand, 

And  withall,  my  loue : I doe  forgiue  thee.  Leartes  dies. 

Ham.  And  I thee,  O I am  dead  Horatio, fare  thee  well. 

Her.  No,  I am  more  an  an  tike  Roman, 

Then  a Dane,here  is  fome  potfon  left. 

Ham.  V pon  my  loue  I charge  thee  let  it  goe, 

O fie  Horatio,  and  rf  thou  (houldft  die. 

What  a feandale  wouldft  thou  leauc  bchinde? 

What  tongue  (hould  tell  the  ftory  of  our  deaths, 

If  not  from  thee?  O ray  heart  finckes  Horatio , 

Mine  eyes  haue  loft  their  fight,  my  tongue  his  vfe: 
Farcwcl Horatio, hcauen  rccciuc my  foule.  Ham.  dies. 


Trinet  of  Dtntnarh. 

J^ntcr  Vckcmur  and  the  Ambaffadors front  England, 
enter  port  enbrafle  rrith  his  traine. 

Tort.  Where  is  this  bloody  fight? 

Her.  If  aught  of  woe  or  wonder  you ’Id  behold, 
Thenlooke  vpon  this  tragickefpedtade. 

Tort . O imperious  death!  how  many  Princes 
Haft  thou  atone  draft  bloudily  fiiot  to  death?  (Uni) 

Amlaff.  Our  ambaftie  that  we  haue  brought  from  Eng- 
Where  be  thefe  Princes  that  /hould  heare  vs  (peake* 

O moft  moft  vnlookcdfor  time!  vnhappy  country. 

Hor.  Content  your  fclucs.,  lie  (hew  to  all,  theground, 

T he  firft  beginning  of  this  T ragedy : 

Let  there  afcaffold  be  rearde  vp  in  the  market  place, 

And  let  the  State  of  the  world  be  there: 

W here  you  {hall  heart  fuch  afad  ftory  tolde, 

That  neuer  mortallman  could  more  vnfolde. 

Tort.  Ihaucfomerights  of  memory  to  this  kingdom#, 
Which  now  to  daime  my  lcifurc  doth  inuitc  mcc: 

Let  foure  of  our  chiefeft  Captaines 
Bcarc  Hamlet  like  afouldier  to  his  graue; 

For  he  was  likely , had  he  liued. 

To  a proi/ d moft  royall . 

Take  vp  the  bodic,  fudi  a fight  as  this 
Becomes  the  ficldcs,  but  here  doth  much  attu& 


